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Knight of the moft Noble Order of the 
GAR T ER. 







MY LORD, 
ay On ae 
trie OW EVER unwor- 
é , thy. thele | Scenes 
os 2 may be of Your 


‘ LorDSHIP’s’ Prd. 

tection, the Defign 
with which fome of them 
js ee were 
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D: EDe dl Coed Lan, 
were written, cannot fail of 
recommending them to ONE 
who. hath fo glorioufly diftin- 
suifhed Himfelf in the Caufe 
of Liberty, to which the Gor- 
ruption I have here endea- 
voured to expole, may one Day 
be a very fatal Enemy. | 

. The Freedom of | the: Stage 
is, perhaps, as well worth  con- 
tending for, as that of the 
Prefs. It is the Opinion of an 
Author well Known to Your 
Lorpsutip, that Examples 
work quicker and ftronger on 
the Minds of Men than Pre- 
cepts. | 

This will, I believe. my 
Lorop, be found truer with 
regard 
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regard to Politics than to. E- 





thics: The moft ridiculous Ex- 
hibitions of Luxury or Ava- 
rice may likewife have little Ef- 
fect on the Senfualift or the 
Mifer; but I fanfly a lively Re- 
prefentation of the Calamities 
brought on a Country by ge- 
neral Corruption, might have a 
very fenfible and uletul Effect 
on the Spectators. 

Socrates; who owed - his 
DeftruGtion greatly. to the 
Contempt brought on him by 
the Comedies of riffopbanes, 
is’ a lafting Inftance of the 
Force of Theatrical Ridicule: 
Here, indeed, this Weapon 
was -ufed to an ill Purpofe ; 
56 ee but 
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DEDICATION, 


bring Wifdom and Virtue in- 
to Dilrepute, ‘will with great 
Facility day their ‘Oppofites 
under a general ‘Contempt. 
There are among us. who 
feem fo fenfible -of the Dan- 
ser of Wit and Humour, ‘that 
they are refolved to ‘have ‘no- 





thing to'do with them: And 


indeed they are in the right 
ont; for Wit, like. Hunger, 
will be with great Difficulty re- 
firained from falling on; where 
there 1s great Plenty and Variety 
of Food. 

But ‘while the powerful 
sons ‘of Dulnefs fhed all their 
Influence on their inferior Bre- 
| thren, 
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DEDICATION. 
-thren, be Yous My Lorp, whe 
are the moft fayourite Ofispring 
of the Britifh Mules, the Pa- 
tron of their younger Children ; 
whom Your Lor psutP has 
‘as much Reafon to love, as 
others to fear; for you mutt 
have feen, that to be celebra- 
ted by them, and applauded 
by the more difcerning and 
‘worthy, are the only Rewards 
which true Patrioti{m (a Word 
{candaloufly ridicul’d by fome) 
can fecurely expect. And 
here 1 am pleading the Caule 
of others; for the only Title 
1 have’ to inrol mytfelf © in 
the Number of thole I have 


recommended to Your Fa- 
A 4. ¢  vour, 



















DE DICATTEON: 
vour, 1s by being, ‘with the 
moft perfect Admiration and 
Refpedt, 


My LORD, 
Your Lonpsuip’s. moft obedient... 


and wmoft. humble Servant, 


Henry FIELpING. 





, VIS Comedy was begun at Ley- 
den iz the Year 1728, and after 


it had been sketched out into a few loofe 
Scenes, was thrown by, and for a long 
while no more thought of. It was origi- 

nally writ for my private Amufement ; 
as it would indeed bave been little Jefs 
than Quixotifm itfelf to hope any other 
Fruits from attempting Characters wherein 
the inimitable Cervantes fo far excelled. 
The Impoffibility of going beyond, and the 
extreme Difficulty of keeping pace with hit, 
were fufficient to infufe Defpair into a very 
adventurous Author. 

I foon difcovered too, that my too fmall 
Experience in, and little Knowledge of the 
World, had led me into an Error. IL foon 
found it infinitely more dificult than I 
imagined, to vary the Wceney and give my 
Knight 















PREFACE 
Knight an Opportunity of difplaying himfelf 
in a different manner from that wherein he 
appears in the Romance. Human Nature 
is every where the Jame. And the Modes 
and Elabits of particular Nations do not 
change it enough, fuffciently to diftingyifb 
a Quixote 7 England from a Quixote in 
Spain. : 
In thefe Sentiments Mr. Booth * and 
Mr. Cibber ‘concurred with me, who, upon 
Jeeing the aforcfaid Sketch, both difuaded 
me from fuffering it to be reprefented ‘on 
the Stage; and accordingly it was remand- 
ed back to my Shelf; where, probably, it 
would have perifbed in Oblivion, had not 
the Solicitations of the diftref? A&fors in 
Drury-Lane prevail'd on me to revife it, 
at the fame time that it came into my 


lead to add thofe Scenes concerning our 
Elections. 


Being thus altered, it was often rebearfed 
on that Theatre, and a particulary Day 
appointed for its Aion; but the Giant 
Cajanus, of a Race who were abways 
Enemies 









PREFACE. 

Enemies to our poor, Don, deferred his Ap- 
pearance Jo long, that the Intervention of 
the Actor's Benefits would have put it. off 
till the next Season, had I not brought it 
on where now it appears. 

I have troubled the Reader thus long, to 
account for this Comedy’s appearing as it 
now does, and that he might diftinguifh 
thofe Parts of it which were the Produc- 
tion of this Season from thofe which were 
written in my move juvenile Years, and be- 
fore moft of the Pieces with which LT have 


endeavoured to entertain the Public. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


MANAGER, AUTHOR, 





MANAGER. 


“7 O Prologtie, Sir! The Audience will névér béar 
“it,” “Phey will not bate you any thing of their 
due, 

Muth. Tami the Audience’s very humble Servant } 
but they cannot make a Man write a Prologue, .whe- 
ther he can. or no. Seegy. | ee 

Man. Why, Sir, there is nothing: eafier:. I Ms 
known af Author bring three’ or four to the Houle 
with one Play, and’ give us our Choice’ which’ we 
would fpeak, ) 

Muth. Yes, Sir, and I have now three in my Poc- 
ket, written by'Friehds, of which’ I choofe none fhould 
be fpoke. . ae : 
- Man. How fo? ncin3 caring 
_ Auth. Bedéafe they have been all fpoke already twenty 
tinies over. . ; 
~ Adan, Let thé fee them, pray. : | 
“Auth, They até written in fuch damn’d cramp Hands, 


‘ 


you will never be ‘able-to read them; bur [ will tell 
you the Subftance of them: “One of them begins with 
abufing the Writings of alf my Cotemporaries,  Ja= 
menting the fallen State ofthe Stage, and laftly, af 
furing the Audience that this Play~ Wad “writtch with A 
Defign to reftore true Tafte, and their approving it 
is the beft Symptom they can. give of their having 


any, 





Map. 








INTRODUCTION. 
Man. Well, and a very good Scheme. 

| Auth. May be fo; but it hath been the Subject of 
lalmoft, every Prologue for thefe ten Years laft patt. 
The Second is in a different Cait: ‘The ‘fitft twelve 
Lines inveigh againft all Indecency on’ the Stage, and 
the laft twenty Lines fhew you what it is. : 
|. Man, That would do better for an Epilogue: But 
what is the Third ? % 
Auth: Why, the Third has fome Wit in it, and 
!would have done very well, but for a Miftake. 
Man. Ay! What Miftake ? : 
Auth. Why, the Author never read my Play, ard 
‘taking it for a regular Comedy of Five Acts, hath fal- 
‘len very feverely on Farce: However, it is a pretty 
good one, ahd will do very well for the firtt géntecl 
‘Comedy you bring on the Stage. 





_ Man. But don’t you think a Play, with fo odd a 
Title as yours, requires to be a little éxplained ? May 
they not be too much furpris’d at fome things ? ‘4 
| “uth. Not at all. The Audience, I believe, aré all 
acquainted with the Character of Dow Quixote and 


| Sancho, I have brought them. over into Eyxgland, and 
qntroduced them at an Inn in the Country, where, I 
| believe, no one will be furpris’d that the Knight finds 
feveral People as mad as himfelf. This I could have 
told them in forty dull Lines, if I would, but I rather 
chofe to let it alone; for; to tell yotrthe Truth, I can 
draw but one Conclufion fromm ‘the Prologues I have 
ever feen, that the Authors are fo fenfiblé of the De+ 
merits of their Plays, that they defire to fet the Au- 
- dience afleep before they bégin: But of what real Ufe 
is a Bil of Fare to any Entertainment, where the 
Guefts are not left to their Choice what Part they will 

pick at, but are oblig’d to fwallow the Whole I[ndif- 
ferently | 
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ever were heard. 


FirftAct. 


off with univerfal_Applaufe. 


Enter @ Playeh SS Ve 


"Play. Sir, the Audience make fuch a Noife’ with their 
Canes, that, if we don’t begin ‘immediately,’ they will 
beat ‘the Houfe down before the’ Play begins ; and“t is 
not advifable to. put them out of Humour, for there are’ 
two or three of the-loudeft Cat-calls, im the\Gallery, that 
“Auth. Be not frightned at that. Thofe are only fome 
particular F riends of mine, “who are to put on the Face of 
Enemies at firft, and be converted at the End of the 


Man. Order then to play away the Ovérture inime- 
diately: Come, Sir, what do you do with yourfelf ? 

Auth. 1 thall difpofe myfelf in fome Part of the Houfe, 
where I fhall fee, and not be feen: I can afta 
you, Sir, if. the’ Audience are but half as well enter-_ 
cain’d “with this Play, as I fhall be myfelf} -it ‘will ‘go 


And I can affure 
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DON OUPXOTE 
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SCENE, at bn 
GCUZZLE, SANCHO; 


Gud ZLB: 








A, TA Wah 
MET Ses ¥. 


ae EVER tell me, Sir, of Don Q?xote, or Don 


Beelzebub; here’s aMan comies:intomy Houte, 
+ and eats mie out on’t, and then tells me he’s a 
Knight-Errant; he'is an arrant Rogue, and 
if he does not pay me my Bill, I'll have a 
Warrant for him. “eee ee se 

San. My Matter fearsno Warrant, Friend ; had you ever 
been in Spain, you would have known that Men of his Or- 
der are above the Law. 

Guz. Tell not me of Spaiz, Sir; Laman Englifhman, 
where no one is above the Law ; and if your Matter does 
not pay me, I fhall lay his Spaniarajhip faft in a Place, 
which he thall' find it as difficult to get out of, as your 
Countrymen have found it to get.into Gibraltar. 

3 





San. 





















2 Don Quixote in England. 

Sam ‘That’s neither here nor there, as the old Saying is 3 
many are fhut into one Place, and out of another, Men 
bar Houfes to keep Rogues out, and - Jails. to keep them 
in. Fie that’s'hang’d for ftealing a Horfe to-day, has no 
reafon to buy Oats for him to-morrow. 

Guz. Sirrah, your Horfe, nor your Af neither, fhall have 
any more Oats at my Expence ; never were Mafters and 
their Beatts fo like one another, ‘The Don is juft fuch ano- 
ther lean Ramfcallion as his what d’ye call him—-his 












Rozinante; and thou art juft. fuch another fquat Bag of — 
Guts as thy Dapple, Send-my Houfe and my Stable once © 
well‘emptied of you, and if ever I fuffer a Spaniard to en- 
ter my Doors again, may I have a whole Company of Sol- 
diers quartered on me; for if] muft be eaten up, I had ra- 
ther fuffer by my own Country Rogues, than foreign ones, 


Tie dics 


4 mati 
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San. Rogues there are of each Nation, 
Lixcept among the Divines ; 
And Vinegar, fince the Creation, ¥ 
Hath ‘fiill-been made of all Wines. "°° 
Againft 
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“Don Quixote 772 England, 


Againft one Lawyer Lurch 
A County fearce can guard, 
One Par fon.does for a Church, 
One Dotior for a Churchy ard, 


SC RINE 
Don Quixote, Sancho. 


Quix. Sancho ! . 
San. An’t pleafe your Honour ——— 
~ Quix, Come hither, Sancho, I {mell.an. Adventure. . 
San, And fo dof, an’t pleate your Worfhip ;. the Land- 
Jord of .the Houfe {wears bitterly, that.he will have a War- 


Fant again{t us. 


Quix, What Landlord! What Houte! Wilt thou never 
be in thy Senfes? Are we not in a Caitle ? 
San. No, marry are we not ; but we are in a fair-way to 


be in one. 


Quix, What doft thou mean, OaF? >" 

San. 1 mean-that I fhall fee-your Honour in.a 2 Goal with- 
in thefe two Days. * 

Quix, Me in a Goal! Hat. Caitif |! 

San. Ay, Sir, we are got intoa.terrible Country, A 


Man’s Quality | here can’t defend him, if he breaks the 
Laws. 


Quix, Then indeed Knight- E rrantry” were of no Uf: 


But I tell theeyCaitify Goals in-all Countsies are only. Habi- 
tations for the Poor, not for Men of Quali ity... Ifa poor 


Fellow robs a. Man of Fafhion-of Five Shillings, to Goal 


with him: But the-Man,of Fafhion may plunder a thou- 


fand Poor, and ‘ftay in his-own Houle: But know, thou 


-bafe Squire of the great Don Quivote dela Mancha, that 


an Adventure now. prefents itfelf, not onl y wor thyme, but 
the united Force of all the Knights upon i Earth. 

San. Ah, poor Sancho! there’s an end of thee, a Leg or 
an Arm wall not fuffice this Bout. 

Quix, There is now arrived in this-Caftle, one of the 
moft accurfed Giants~ that ever infefted the Farth. He 
marches at the Head of his Army, that howl like Turks in 


an Lmgagement, 
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4 Don Quixote in England 


San OhLud! Oh Lud! this isthe Country Squire at — 


the Head of his Pack of Dogs, 

Quix, What doft thou mutter, Varlet? i 

San. Why; Sir, this Giant-that your-Worfhip talks of, 
is a Country Gentleman who is. going.a courting, and’his 











Army isneither more nor lefs than his K ennel of Fox-hounds. 


Quix.-Oh, the prodigious Force-of Inchantment’! Sitrah, 
I tell thee this-is ‘the Giant Toglogmoglozog, Lord of the 


| 


| 


Ifland of Gogmogog, whofe Belly hath been the Tomb of 


above a thoufand-ftrong Men. 

San. Of above-a thoufand Hoetheads of {trong Beer, 1 
believe. 7 Writ Am, 
« Quin, This muft be the Inchanter Merlin, I know him 


by his Dogs; but, thou Idiot! doft thou imagine that Wo- _ 


‘men are to behunted like Hares, that’a@ Man would carr 
his Hounds with him to vifit his Miftrefs ? 


dan. Sir, your true Lngli/o Squire and his Hound$are as _ 


infeparable as. yours Spawifh.and his Toledo. He eats with — 


his Hounds, drinks (with “his Hounds, and “lies with his 
‘Hounds; your true. Exrant Evel Squire is-but the firft 
Dog-Boy in his Houfe, : ‘ t¥ 

Quix. ’Tis pity thens that Fortune thould contradi@ the 
‘Order of Natures’ It-wasa wife Inftitution of Piao to edu- 
cate Children according to their Minds, not to their Births ; 
thefe Squires fhould fow that Corn which they ride over. 
Sancho, when 1’ fee a Gentleman in his own Coach-box, I 
‘regret the Lofs which fome one has had of 4 Coachman; 
the Man who toils all Day after a Partridge ot a Pheafant, 
‘might ferve his Country. by: toiling after a-Plough; and 
when I fee a low, mean, trickling Lord, I lament the Lofs 
of an excellent Attorney. [ Singing within.] Bur, hark, 
fome courteous Lady inthe Cattle prepares an Entertain- 
-ment for my Earsi..’ \° 
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Don Quixote in England, 


ATR f. Tweed Side. 





Oh! think not the Maid whom you feorn, 
With Riches delighted canbe yy 
Had I a great Prince/s been born, 
My Billy had dear been to me. 
In Grandeur and Wealth we find Wee, 
In Love there is nothing but Charins 5 
On others your Treasures beftow, 
Give Billy alone to thefe Arms. 


In Title and Wealth what is loft, 
In Tenderne/s oft? is repaid ; 
Too much axyreat Fortune may coft 5” 
Well purchas dmay-be the poor Maid, 
Let Gold’s empty Show cheat the Great ; 
We more real Pleafures will proves 
While they in their Palaces bate,” 
We in our poor Cottage will love. 


SCE NE IT: 


Don Quixote, Guzzle, Sancho. 


Ouix. Mott illuftrious and moft mighty Lord, how fhall 


B 3 Tin 
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i Don: Quixote in England. 


I fufficiently pay. you for thofe Sounds with which I have: | 


been ravifh’d 2. “"- : | 
Guz. Sir, I defireno other Payment:but: of this fmall 


+ 


Bill;.-your Worfhip’s Cattle are-faddledyand4inis charm=- 


ing Day-for travelling. 


Quix Nothing, my Lord; fhall ever tempt ‘me to leave 


you,,till what. I have this, Day feen within the Caftle- Walls 
be-utterly demolithed: fe 

Guz..So! ‘he has feen the Sirloin of Bcef at the Fire, ‘I 
find. { 4/de.] — But if your Worthip intends to {tay any 
longer, l.hope you: defign:to fatisfy this fall’ Matter here - 
I am in great Neceffity, I affure you, 

Quix, To-what mean AGions does Neceffity force Men ! 
That.ever a mighty Lord “should be obliged to borrow 
Money! -. > | . 


“Guz; Lam atham’d to ask your Worthip fo’ often for’ 





this: Trifle, but : 


Quix. My Lord, I fee:you-are 5:1 fee the generous Con- 
fufion which fpreads your Face. 

Guz. 1 am {fo poor, an’t pleafé your Honour; that it will 
be quite Charity inyyou:):Itis the fame as if you gave it me, 

Quix. My Lord, I am more confus’d than yous but do 
not think it a-Gift, fince I fee you fo backward to receive 


it in. that Light. And:fince, my Lord, every thing Thave, ° 


faving tothe charming. Duleinea del T; obofo, her fixt and 
unalterable Right, be juit!y yours. Give me leave to call’ 
ita Debt, my Lord.zs Sazcbo, pay his Lordthip a thoufand 
Englifo Guineas, : | | iy 

Sai, If your Worfhip will pleafe'to tell me where I thall 
get them; but there’s no paying with an empty Hand 3\ 
where nothing is, nothing can come on’t, Twelve Law. 
yers make not one honeft'Man, : 

Quix. Ceafe thy Impertinence, and pay the Money im- 
mediately. 

Sans Af Lhave feen the Colour of Gold this Fortnight, 
may t never-fee Lerefa Pantha again. 

Quix, Lam confounded, my Lord, at the F’xtravagance 
of my Squire, who, out 6f the Spoils of fo many Giants he 
bath plunder’d, fhould not have referv’d enough to oblige 


your Losdthip with fuch a Trifle; but, if you know any 


One 


— 
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Don Quixote in England.’ ¥ 
one who will difemburfe that Sum, or any other,<J will-fell 
| him the Reverfion of the next Ifland I conquer. * 
| Guz. Do you make a Jeft of me, Sir? 
| Quix. Be not.incens’d; I am forry lam not-able to give 
it you. 

Gi Sorry, forfooth! a pretty way of paying Debts, 
: truly ; | fanfyif I was to tell the Excifeman, and my Brew- 
-er, I was forry I could not pay ’em, they would fend me 
and my Sorrow to Goal together: In fhort, Sir, I muft 
and Iwill have my Money. 
San. You mutt get the Philofophers Stone, before you 
can make any Money of us. 
Guz. You fhall neither eat nor drink any more in my : 
- Houtle,,?ull Lam paid, that P’'m‘refolv’d. | 

San. 1 with your Worfhip would think of changing 
your Quarters; if it muft be a'Blanketing, why let it be a 
Blanketing. 1 have not eat any thing thefe twelve hours ; 
and I don’t find I am like to:fare much better for the next 
twelve ; and by that time I fhall be fo light; you'may as 
well.tofs a Feather in a Blanket: i 3 

Quix. Sancho, come hither; ] intend to make thee my 
Ambaflador. : fi 

San..Why truly, Sir, that’s’ a Poft I fhould like huge- 
oully. well ; your Baffadours lead rare fat Lives, they fay-s 
and I fhould,.make.a very good Bafladour, I can affure 
your Worfhip.. 3 

Quix. Thou fhalt go my Ambaffador to the Court of 
Dulcinea del Tobofo. 

San. I fuppofe it is equal to your Worfhip what Court 
youfend me to; and, to fay-the Truth, I] had rather go 
to. fome other; for tho’ my-Lady Dalcinea bea very good 
Woman, yet fhe has got fuch:a waundy Trick of being 
chanted, and. I fanfy, your Bafladours fare but ill at your 
chanted Courts. 

Quix, Reptile! reply not on thy Life, but go and pre- 
pare thyfelf forthy Journey ; then come to me and receive 
farther Inftructions, for thou fhalt fet out this very Even- 
ing,.———Bur, Ha! the charming Voice begins again. 
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[Dorothea fags within, ] eryis af ; 


The Pain which tears my throbbing Breaft, 
- What Language can deplore? 
ver ue For how foould Language have expref. 
vex ow Pain.ne’er felt before? 
In other Virgin wounded Hearts, 
Loue’s cruel Sport we fees 
But the moft- cruel of his Darts, 
fle has veferv' d for. wie. 


Quix. Unhappy Princefs ! 


Dor,,.. Thy, Curse, O Tantalus, I'd prize + 

Thy Curfea,Blifs.would prove. 

Ab! Heaven werekind; if with my Eyes 
I could enjoy my.. Love. 

luchanted thus, Roniances tell 

» Their Moans, poor Virgins make ; 

, But where 1s found the powerful Spell, 

Can this. lichantment. break 2 


Quix. Inthis Arm 7ts:found.Leok forth, moft adoras 
ble, tho’ moft unhappy :Prineefs:, look forth,.-and behold 
whom Fate:bath feat .to, your.Reliefs the moft renowned 
Kmght of the. wotul, Ficure, the. invincible Dox Quixote 
dele Acccha, for whole victorious Arm, alone this Ad- 


4 


venture 
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| yentureis xeferv’d.—-+Oh curfed Inchanter, doft thou keep 
this charming, Princefs invifible ‘to my Eyes? Qpen the 
| Caftle-Gates, open them this Inftant, whoever is on the 
Guard,-or you fhallfeel-the Force of my Attack. You 
fhall fd,’ Caitifs,. that one. fingle Kniehe is too'many for 
you all:: ~~ [He-attacks the Wallss-and breaks the Windows. 


Don Quixote, Guzzle, ‘and Mobi... 

Guz. Heyday! What, in the-DeviPs Name, are you 
doing? What, do you intend to beat down my Houfe? 
Quix. Thou moft uneourteous Lord, deliver the Prin- 
— cefs whom thou fo unjuftly doft deérain; or think ‘not 
that all the Inchanters on Earth fhall preferve thee from 
my Vengeance, Wy SEA POH 

Guz. Don’t tell me of Princeffes and Lords, I’m no 
Lord, Iam an honeft Mani; and ean tell'you, you may 
be a Gentleman, bur you don’t act likeione, ‘to break @ 
poor Man’s Windows in this manner. 

Quix, Deliver the Princefs, Caitif. | : 

Guz. Pay me my Rill, Sir, and go out of my Houfe, 
ex Lil fetch a Warrant for you; Pil fee whether a Man 48 
to have his Victuals eat up, and Drink drank out, and 
Windows broke, and his Walls fhatter’d, and his Gueft 
difturb’d, for nothing. | 

Quix. Ungratious Knight! who: fo often throweft in 
my Teeth'that {mall Entertainment, which thou art oblig’d 
to give Men of my heroic Profeffion. 

Guz. I believe, indeed, your.’ Profeffion does oblige 
People fometimes to give, whether they will or no. 

Quix. It is too plain, thou Wretch, why thou wouldeft 
have me gone; thou knoweft the Delivering of this high 
Lady thou doft detain, is referved for me alone ; but de- 
liver her this Moment, with all her Attendants, all her 
Plate and Tewels which thou haft robb’d her of. 

Guz. Hear this, Neighbours, Iam accus’d of ftealing 
Plates‘and Jewels, when every Body knows I have but 
five Dozen of Plates, and thofe I bought and paid for 
honeftly ; and as for Jewels, the Devil of any ‘sia are 

there 











PO Don Quixote: in England, 
there in this Houfe, but two Bobs that my “Wife wears 
in her Ears, which were given her by Sir Thomas Loveland 
at his laft Election. : 
Quix. Ceafe thy: Equivocations, and deliver. them this 
Inftant, or thou fhalt find how vainly thou dofttruft to alt 
thofe. Giants. at thy Heels. [Tbe- Mob laugh.} Do you 
mock me, Caitifs? Now, thou moft incomparable Du/- 
cinea del-Tobofo, afatt thy valiant Knight, | 

) [ He drives then off, and Exit, 


SC E NEV. 4 Chamber. 


pee Dorothea, Jezebel. 

-«.Dor, Ha, ha, hat in fpite of all my Misfortunes) T cans 
not help-laughing: at the pleafant Adventure of the Knight 
of the woful Ficure. | 
onzez. Do you think, Madam, this isthe very fame Don 
what d’ye call -him;:i\whom your Father fawin 'Spain, “and 
of whom he has told: us:fuch: pure pleafant Stories ? 

Dor. The fame, itv'can'be no: other, Oh, Jezebel! J 
wifh my Adventure may endias happily .as ‘thofe of my 
Name-fake Dorotbea’s did; lami fare they are’very near 
as romantic: Burhave not Ireafon to blame Fwirlove for 
fuffering me to.be'here before him? The Lover that does 
not outfly his Miftrefs’s Defires, is flow indeed. 


Jez. And let me-tell you, Madam, he muft-be very” 
fwifti who does, . | 
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) Dor. Ob haften my Lover, dear Cupid, 
eB Wing hither the Youth I admire ; 
‘The Wretch is too lazy and fiupid, 
Who leaves me but Time to defrre. 
Let Prudes, who leave Lovers in Anguifh, 
Themfelues in their fonder Fits flay ; 
But leave not the Virgin to languifo, 
Who meets ber true Lever balf way. ~ 


| Well, I’m a-mad Girl: Don’t you think this Husband of 

mine, that is to be, will have a delightful ‘Task to tame 
me? 

Fez. By what I can fee, he’s in.a pretty fair way to be 

tamed himfelf. 


SCENE VI. 


Sancho, Dorothea, Jezebel. 


San. Pray, Ladies, which of you is the chanted Prin- 
cefs ; or are you both chanted Princeffes ? 

Sez. What is it to you what we are, Saucebox ? 

Dor. Peace, dear Fezebel. This mutt be the illuftri- 
ous Sancho himfelf.——-I am the Princefs Indoccalambria. 
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San. My Mafter, the Knight of the Woful Figure (and 
a woful Figure he makes,, fure enough) fends your Lady- 






| 


: 


fhip his humble Service, and. hopes you will not take it 


amifs that he has not been able to knock all the People 
in the fetonfe-on-the- Heads however, -hehas made it 


prettyiweltapfn breaking the Windows; your Ladythip - 
will he pure an@ Cool, ‘for the Devil-a whole Pane is there — 


in all yourparement 3 -if the-Glazier had -hir’d him, he , 


cou’d net have done betters. _ | 
Dor. Thou mrghty Squire’o 
upon Farehy give my gratefal Thanks.to your Mafter for 
what he -bas-undertaken upon “my Account ;~but tell him 
not to get his precious Bones bruis’d any more, for) I am 
fufficiently-afier’a this Adventure is referv’d for fome 
other Knight. : ! ’ 
San. Nay, nay, liké enough; all. Men cannot do. all 
things; one Man gets an Eftate, by what another gets a 
Halter. All is.not F ifh that fwims. Many a Man wants 


a Wife, but more want to get nd of one. Two Cuckolds — 


fee each other’s. Horns when neither of them can fee his 
own. Moneys the Fruit of Evil, as often as the Root 
of it. Charity feldom goes out.of her own Houle; and 
Ul-nature is always.a rambling abroad. | Every Woman is 
a Beauty, if you will believe her own GlafS; and*few, if 
you will believe her Neighbours, 

Dor. Haj ha,.ha! Pray, Mr. Seucho, might not one 
hope to fee. your iluftrious Mafter ? 

San. Nothing would rejoice his Heart fo much, Ma- 
dam, unlefs it-were to fee my Lady Dulcinea herfelf. Ah, 
Madam, might Phope’your Ladythip would {peak a'good 
Word for me? htc at 

Dor. Name it, and be affar’d of any thing in my 
Power, honeft Sancho, 3 

San. 1f your’ Princefs-fhip-could but prevail on my 
Mafter, that 1 might not be'fent home after my Lady Dul- 
cinta, for, to tell’you the Truth, Madam, I am fo fond 
of the Fuglj/b roft Beef and -ftrong Beer, that I don’t~in- 
tend ever'to fet my Foot in Spain again, if I can help it: 
Give me a Slice of roft Beef before all ‘the Rarities of Ca- 
macho’s “‘Weading. hast 

Dor. Bravely faid, noble Squire. - ATR 
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F the moft tighty Knight 
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AR. V.. The King’s Old Courtier. 





When mighty roft Beef was tbe Englithman’s Food, 
It enobled our Hearts, and enriched our Blocd ; 

‘Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers were good, 
- Ob the Roft Beef of Old England; 

And Old England’s Rot Beeft 9 


Then, Britons, from all nice Dainties refrain, 
Which effeminate Italy, France, and Spain; 
And mighty Roft Beef foall counmand om the Main. 
Oh the Roft Beef, &c. ™ 
San. Ob the Roft Beef, &c. 


Dor. I have been told, noble Squire, that. you once 
impos’d a certain Lady for Dulcinea,on your Matter ; now 
what think you if this young Lady here fhould perfonate 


“that incomparable Princefs? 


Fez. Who, I? , 

San. Adod! your Princefs-fhip has -hit.it 5 for he has 
never. feen this Dulcinea, norhas any body elfe that I can 
heat of ; and who my Lady Dulcinea fhould be, I don’t 
know,.umlefs fhe be one of your chanted Ladies: The Cu- 
rate of our Parith, and Mr. Nicholas the Barber, have of- 
ten told me there was no fuch Woman, and that my Maf- 
ter was a Madman ; and fometimes I am half at:a lofs to 
cule whether he be-mad orno, I'm: fure, if it was not 

, for 
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for the fake of a little [Nand that I am to govern, Thou | 


not have follow’d his Errantries fo Jong. 


Dor. Fy, do no entertain fuch unworthy Thoughts of | 


that moft glorious Knight. 


San. Nay, Madam, T can’t find in my Heart to think — 
him mad neither; for he will talk fometimes, ’twould do 


one good to hear him talk; he will talk ye three Hours, 


and I fhan’t underftand one Word he fays. Our Curate’ 
was a Fool to e’en; and-yet» he has talk’d what I could 


not underftand tithes! but that’s neicher-here nor there ; 

an empty Purfe caufes a full Heart; an old Woman’s a 
very bad Bribe, but a very good Wife Confeiénce often 
ftops at a Molehill, and leaps over a Mountain ; the Law 
guards us from all Evil but itfelf; what’s Vice to-day is 


Wirtue to-morrow ;. tis not only Digi that make a Pud- | 


ding ; Phyfic males you'firft fick, and then well; Wine 
firft makes you well, and then fick, 

Jez. And your Proverbs would make the Devil fick. 

Dor. Lofe no time, good Sancho, but acquaint, the moft 
invincible Knight that the Lady Dulcinea's 1s in-the Caftle ; 
we'll manage the matter fo dexteroully, you fhall be in no 
danger of a “‘Diftovery.. 

San. Since my bringing the laft Dakinea to ‘him, I do 
not fear that ; he that can {wallow a Goofe will hardly keck 
at a’Gander ; the Bear may-well dance when the A{s plays 
on the Fiddle. [ Exit Sancho. 


SiC E.\N E* Vit: 


Dorothea; Jezebel. 


Dor. Ha, ha, ha! Well, for the future, I will never 
disbelieve a Traveller ; the Knight and his Squire are. full 
as ridiculous as they wete défcrib’d: . We {hall have rare 
Diverfion. 

Jez. Poor Pairlove! thou art quite forgotten. 

Dor, Vve rather.reafon. to think Dor “abies 10: ok am 
fure, when a Lover fuffers his Miftrefs to’come firft to the 
“Place of ‘Appointment, he cannot blame any. innocent 
~Amufement with which fhe would fhorten his Abfence ; and 
»to.confefs a Truth to:you, .while-Lam ftill. under.Appre- 
: . henfions 
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Uhenfions “of the Match my Father intends for me, I have 
btoo great Caufe to try to divert my Grief. 
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“AIR VI. From Aberdeen to Edinburgh, 





Happy the Animals who firay; 
in Freedom thro’? the Grove ; 
No. Laws in Love they eer obey, 
But thofe preferit’d by Love: 
While We, conjin’d to Parents Rules, 
Unfortunate, are told, i 
None follows Love's fweet Laws, but Fools 
The Wife are Slaves.to Gold. [| Exeunt. 


SC ENE. VIL. Lhe Street. } 


Mr. Mayor, and a Voter.. | 
May. Well, Neighbour, what’s» your Opinion of. this 


f{trange Man that is come to Town, Dos, Quixote, as he 


calls himfelf? 

Vot. Think! why, that he’sa.Madman. What fhou’d 
I think? | 

May. ’Ecod! it runs in my Head that he is come to 
ftand for Parliament-man. | | 

Vor. How can that be, Neighbour, they tell me he’s a 
Spaniard 2 | 

May. What’s that to us? Let him look.to his Quali- 
fications when we have chofe him, If he can’t fit in the 
Houfe, that’s his Fault, 
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Vol Nays. fays he. can’t, be.cholt, if he thould.ttand 
for, to my certain Knowledge, the. Corporation have pro- | 


mis’d Sir Thomas Loveland and Mr, Bouncer. 
‘May. Pugh?! all Promifes are, conditional 5° and tet ‘me 
tell.you, Mr. Retail, I begin to imoke a Plot. I begin to 


apprehend, no Oppofition, and then. we're” fae tio 


bour. i v 


Vot..No, no, Neighbour - then we fhall‘nor be fold: and 


that’s worfe:, But rather than it fhould come to that, 
I would ride all-over the Kingdom for a. Candidate ; and 
if I thought. Sic Temas intended to-fteal. us m this manner, 
he fhould have no’ Vote of, mine, I affure you. I fhall 
vote for.no Man, who holds the Corporation aie apod = 


Fo Kha Oe 


“May. ‘Then fuppole we were to go ina Body, and fol 












cit Sir Don Quixote to ftand? As for his being mad, while | 


he’s out; of Bedlam it; dges not fionify. 


Pot. But there, is another Objection, Neighbour, Which — 


J am afraid,the Corporation, will never get over, - 
» May. What’s.that, pr’ytlice® -~ Panes 
Vot. They fay he'has brought no Money with him.” 

May, Ay; that indeed :, But tho” he hath no Money with 

him here, I am affur’d: by his Servant that he“hath a very 

farse Fitate;: And fo; if the other Party. come down. hand- 

fomly with, the Ready, we may truft him; for you know, 

at-laft, we have nothing to do but not to choofe him, and 

then we may recover all he owes us. | 
Kot. 1do not, care tobe fold, Neighbour. 

~ May.Nor.P neither, Neighbour, by any bat myfelf, 

E think tharis.the Privilege of a free Briton. sates 4? 


SCENE Ik 


te ~ Guzzles Mayor, Retail. 

Guz. Mr. Mayor;).a, good Morrow to you, Sir; are 
you fora Whee, this\ Morning 2, 

May. With all my, Heart;, but what's become of tlie 
Gentleman, the Traveller? .\<. | 
Guz Fle’s laid down to fleep, I believes pretty well 
tired: with Werks . What the Deyil to do.with him, I 
can’t tell, | * aft” bs | 


ne ake 
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May. My Neighbour and I have a ftrange Thought 
} come into our Heads ; you know, Mr. Guzzi, we are 
like to have no Oppofition, and that I believe you will 
| feel the want of, as much as any Man. Now, d’yéfee, 
} we have taken it into Confideration, whether we fhould 
} not ask ‘this Sir Don to reprefent us. 

| Guz, With all my Heart ; if either of you will hang 
} Guta Sign and entertain him ; but he 1s far enough in my 
| Books already... 

_.May. You are too, cautious, Matter Guzzle; I make 
| no doubt but he is fome very rich Man, who pretends to 
| be poor in order to get his Eleétion the cheaper; he can 
have no other Defign i in ftaying among us. For my part, 

| Imake no doubt ‘but that he j is coine to ftand on the 
| Court Intereft. 

|. Guz. Nay, nay, if he ftands at all; it is’on the Court 
i srtsieh no doubt ; for he talks of nothing but Kings, and 
| Princes, and Princeffes, and Emperors, and- Einprefits, 

May., Ay, ay, an Officer in the Army too, I warrant 
him, . if we knew but the bottom. 

Guz. He feems, indeed, to be dainnably fond of Free- 
Quarter. . 

"Ret. But if you think he intends to offer hiniteae would 
it not be wifer to let him; for then, you edb if he 
{pends never fo much, we fhalt not be oblig’d to choofe 
him. 

_dday. Brother Alderman, I have reproved you already 
for that way of Reafoning; it favours too much of 
Bribery. I like an Oppofition,-bécaufe otherwife a Man 
may be oblig’d to vote againft his Party ; ; therefore when 
we invite a Gentleman to “ftand;-we invite him to {pend 
his Money for the Honour of his Party.; and when both 
Parties have fpent as much as they are able, every honeft 
Man will vote according to‘his Confcience. 

Guz, Mr. Mayor talks Jike a Manof Senfe and Ho- 
nour, and it does mé’cood to’ hear him. 

May. Ay, ay, Mr. Guzzle, T'never' gave a Vote con- 
trary to my Conftience. | T have very “earneftly recom- 
mended the Country-Intereft to ail'my Brethren: But be- 


fore that, I recommended the Town-Intereft, that is, the 
C Intereft 
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Intereft of this Corporation ; and firft of all I recommend 
ed to every particular Man to take a particular Care of 
himfelf. And it is with a certain way of Reafoning,: That 
he that ferves me beft;. will ferve the Town beft; and he 
that ferves the Town beft, will ferve the Country beft, 

Guz. See what it.is to have been’ at, Oxfords the Par- 
fon in the Parifh himfelf can’t out-talk hina, | 

May. Come, Landlord, _ we’]l have one Bottle, and 
drink Succefs to the Corporation : Thefe Times come but 
feldom, therefore we ought to make the beft of them. 
Come along. [Bxeunt. 


The End of the Fir AG: 
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SCENE, A Chamber in the lun. 


Don Quixote, Sancho. 
Quix. HOU haft, by this time, fully perceiv’d, 


BR Sancho, the extreme Difficulties and Dangers 
of Knight-Errantry. 

Sau. Ay, and of Squite-Errantry too, an’t pleafe your 
Worfhip. 

Quix, But Virtue is its own Reward. 

San. Your Worfhip may have a Relifh for thefe Re- 
‘wards, perhaps ; but to fpeak truly, I am a, poor plain 
Man, and know nothing of thefe fine things; and for any 
Reward I have hitherto got, I had much rather have gone 
without it. As for an Ifland, Ibelieve I could relith it as 
well as another ; but a Man may catch cold while his Coat 
is making: And fince you may provide forme in a 
much eafier way, if I might be fo bold as to fpeak 

Quix. Thou knoweft I will deny thee nothing, which 
is fit for me to give, or,thee to take. 

San. Then if your Worfhip wou’d be fo good as to 
fet. me up inan Inn, I fhould make a rare Landlord ; 
anid it is avery thriving Trade among the Engijh. 

Quix. And could thou defcend’ fo ‘low, ignoble 
Wretch? 

San. Any thing to get an honeft Livelihood, which 1s 
more than | find we are like to do in the way we are go- 
ing-on: For, if I durft {pealk t-——-— 
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Quix. Speak fearlefly. ——-I will only impute it to 
thy Ignorance, ie 

San. Why then I find, “Sir, that we are look’d on here 
to be, neither more nor lefs, better or worfe, than a couple 
of Madmen. aes 

Quix. Sancho, Tam hot concern’d at the evil Opinion 
of Men. Indeed, -if we confider who are their Favourites, 
we fhall have no reafon to be fo fond of their Applaufe. 
Virtue, Sancho, is too brightfor-their Eyes, and they dare 
not behold her.” Flypocrify is the Deity they worfhip. Is 
not the Lawyer often‘call’d an honeft Man, when tor a 
Ineaking Fee he pleads the Villain’s Caufe, or attempts to 

extort Evidence to the Conviction of the Inndcerit.?° Does 
~ not-the Phyfician live well in -his Neighbourhood, while 
hefuffers them to bribe his Ignorance to their Deftru€tion ? 
But why fhould I mention thofe whofe Profeffion ’tis to 
prey on others? Look thro’ the World. What is it re- 
commends Men, but the Poverty, the Vice, and the-Mi- 
fery of others ? »Phis, Sancho, they are fenfible of, and 
therefore; inftead of ‘endeavouring to make himéelf better, 
each Man endeavours to make his Neighbour worfe. Each 
Man rifes to Admiration by treading on Mankind. Riches 
and: Power. accrue*to the One, by the Deftru@tion of 
Thoufands.’ ‘Thefé are the general Objects of the cood 
Opiniomof:Menp Nay, and that which is profefs’d to be 
paid to Virtue, is feldom*more to any thing than a fuper- 
cilious:‘Contempt “of ‘our-Neighbour.. What is a cood- 
natur’d: Man?) “Why;‘one,* who feeing the “Want of his 
Friend, cries he piticshim, Is this real? No: If it was, 
he would relieve him/.’"His Pity is triumphant Arrogance 
and Infule:-Iv avifessfrom’ his Pride, not from his Com: 
paffion.. Sancho, let them eéall’me mad; I’m not mad 
enough to court their: A pprobation. | 

San.Oh! good your” Worfhip, ‘proceed: IT could faft 
an Hour longer to hear your -Ditcourfe. : 


SCENE 
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Guzzle, Don Quixote, Sancho. 

Guz. An’t. pleafe. your.-Eloneur,. the Mayor of the 
Town is come to.wait on you.--, ib 7 | 

Quix, Give him Admittance. -; Fhis-is the chief Magi- 
{trate of the, Place, who comes, fuppofe,. to: congratu- 
late me.on my Arrival; he might.have come fooner ; but 
the Negleét of his Duty is better than the total Omiffion. 
In the mean while, Sancho, poft thou away this Inftant 
to Tebofo and Heaven profper .thy Embaffy. 
_dan. Profperity. may travel with me, without tiring it- 


felf, [ Afide. 
S €-E.N' Es: Tl. 


3 Mayor, Don. Quixote. 
May. Yam your Honour’s, moft humble -Servane. 
Quix. Sir, Lam. glad to! feé.you ; 1 think you are the 
chief Officer of the Town. ..- 

May. Yes, an’t pleafe your Honour, Iam Mr. Mayor 
of this Town. I fhould have done myfelf the Pleafure 
to have waited on you fooner, but I was quite ignorant of 
the Defign with which you. came-hither..- 40:7», 

Quix. Be feated, Sir ;, you-are.a worthy Man, ‘and to 
your Praife be it fpoken, the firft-that has done his Duty 
fince my Artal st... si5-2) idl 2: 

May. I can’t. anfwer. for thetwhole Town; but»the 
Corporation is as well affeétedia Gorporation as any in all 
Lingland, and I believe-highly fenfible of the Honour you 
intend them. No Man knows-his Strength till he tries it; 
and, notwithftanding what) you’ may. have heard) of the 
Knight of the Long-Purfe,if-you oppofe him briskly, I 
dare anfwer for your Succefs, 

Quix, Is there a Knight on Earth I dare not oppofe? 
Tho’ he had as many Hands as Briareus, as many Eyes 
as 4rgus, 1 fhould not fear him. 


ae. May, 
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May. This is a fpecial Stick of Wood, I find. A 
Benefit-Ticket, adod. [ Afide. 

Quix. I fee the Reafon of your Apprehenfion ; you 
have heard of my. ill Succefs in my laft Adventure 
that was not my Fault! [ Sighing. 

May. | fee he has been thrown out at fome other Place 
already.——I don’t in the leaft, Sir, apprehend it was your 
Fault ; but there is nothing to be done without bleeding 
freely on thefe Occafions, 

Quix. Ha! do you think I fear to bleed ? | 

May. Be not {0 paffionate, Sir; this I affure you, you 
will do your Bufinefs with lefs than any other. —1*fup- 
pofe, Sir, it may lie in your Power todo fome Services 
to this Town. 

Quix. Be affur’d it does. I will, for your fake; pre- 
ferve it for ever from any Jnfults. No Armies’ fhall ever: 
do you any Eiarm. 

May. 1 affure you, Sir, that» will recommend you very 
much: Ifyou can keep Soldiers from quartering upon‘us, 
we. fhall make very little Difficulty in the Affair: But I 
hope your Honour will confider that the Town. is» very 
poor,. Sir; a. little Circulation of Money among us 
would 

Quix, Sir, yousmake meconcern’d that it is not now 
in my Power to give whatever you defire ; but reft fecure 
of this, there is not one whom you ‘hall recommend, 
that fhall not, within this ‘Twelvemoath, be Governor 
of an Ifland. | ? 

May. Vhisis a Courtier, I find, by his Promifes: [Afde. 

Quix, But who is this Knight whom | am: to. encoun 
ter? Is he now in the Caftle? 

May. Yes, Sir, he is now at Loveland Caftle, a Seat of 
his about ten Miles off. He was here the very Day be- 
fore your Honour came to Town, randying for a Knight 
of his Acquaintance, with no lef than Six Hundred 
Freeholders at* his: Heels, 

Quix. Hutnph! thofe are’a fort of Soldiers: I never 
heatd of in Spaiz,.——~How were they arm’d ? 


aa ip em 3 5 fete latte. 
fay. Arm’d, Sir? 
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Quix. Ay; with Carbines, with Muskets, Spears, Pif- 
tols, Swords, or how?) I ask, that Imay choofe proper 
Weapons to encounter them. 

May... Ha, ha! your Honour. is pleas’d. to be merry ; 
why truly, Sir, they were pretty well arm’d when they 
went out of Town ; every Man had four or five Bottles 
in his Head at leaft. 

Quix. Bate-born Cowards! who owe their Courage ta 
the’Spiritc of their Wine! But: be eafy, Sir, within thefe 
two Days not one of them fhall be alive, 

_» May. Marry, Heaven forbid! Some of them are as 
| honeft:Gentlemen as any in the County. 

i Quix. Fda! honeft! and in the Train of the Knight of 
) the Loug-Purfe! Do I not know him to be a Deflowerer 
) of Virgins, a Deftroyer of Orphans, a Defpoiler of Wi- 
| dows, a Debaucher of Wives 
| May. Who, Sir Thomas Loveland, Sir? Why,+you 
} don’t know him. He’s as good-natur’d, civil a Gentle- 
| pian, asa Man may fay -———~ | 

Quix. Why then do you petition me againft him ? 

May. Nay, Sir, for that. matter, let him be as civil 
| ashe pleafes, one Man’s. Money is as good as another’s, 
_ Yow feem:to be a civil Gentleman too; and if you ftand 
- againft him, I don’t know which would) carry it: “But 
this, I believe, you guefs already, that he who fpends 
_ moft would not have the leaft Chance. 

: Quix. Ha! Caitit! doft thou think I would. conde- 
 fcend tobe the Patron of a Place fo mercenary? If my 

Services cannot procure me the Election, doft thou think 

my Money fhould make metheir Knight?) What fhould 

} get by undertaking the Proteétion: of this City and 

Caftle, but Dangers, Difficulties, Toils, and Inchantments ? 

Hence from my Sight! or by the peerlefs Dulcinea’s Eyes, 

thy Blood fhall pay the Affromt thou haft given my Ho- 

nour——-Was it for this thatvr'was chofen’ in’ full Senate 
the Patron of la Mancka? Gods! to what will Man- 
kind degenerate! where not only the vile Neceffaries of 

Life; buc even Honours, which fhould be the Reward 

of Virtue only, are to. be bought with Money. 














————— 
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SC E NE! 1V.°‘Auatbir Chander. 
Squire Badgar, Scat Bie Huntfman, and Guzzle. 


Badg. That’s it, -Honey’s, Oh! that’s: it» Whaey 
have you no Company in the Houfe;;Landlord? Gould 
not you find out an honeft) Lads;one: that» could take a 
hearty Pot? FICHE QAI 

Guz. Faith, noble Squire, I with you had {poke a 
little fooner, Mr, Permit the Officer is. juft gone. out-of 
the Houfe; your Worfhip wou’d'have lik’d him hugely ; 
he is rare good Company. 

Badg. Well, but hang it, haft thou no body? 

Guz, have not; one Gueft inthe Houfe, Sir, but a 
young Lady. and her-Maid, -and.a-Madman, and a Squire, 
as he calls himfelf. 

Badg. Squire |-whoy-pr’ythee? : | 

Guz, Squire-——Itis a curfed hard Name, Inever can 
remember it. Squire Pancho Sancho—he calls himéfelf. 

Badg. Pr’ythee, what is he, a Whig or a Tory ? Hey! 

Guz. Sir, .don’t know what he is: His Mafter:-and 
he have been-here in my Houle this Month, and I- can’t 
tell what to make of’°em? IT with the Devil had ’eny be- 
fore I had feen ’em, the Squire and his Matter both. 

Badg. What,.has the:Sguire,a-Matfter ? 2 

Guz. I don’t. know, whichis;Mafter, nor-which is Man, 
not I; fometimes.J think, one.is Maftet, ‘and: then. again E 
think it is vother.-—J @m.furedhad: rather be: the Squire, 
for he fleeps mott, and cats:mefb », heds as.bad as a Gray- 
hound in a Houle; there is) no. laying down any thing 
eatable, but..if yousture yoursBaek, flap, che has it up. 
-—~ As for the Knight, as he calls himfelf, he has more 
to pay for breaking Wingews;:than eating: Wou'd I 
were wellid of hin !.. Aly wilkofit you fometimes in the 
Yard to guard the Caftle, as he calls it; but I am afraid 
his Defign is to rob, the Floufe;..if he.could catch.an Op- 
potunity. “I den’t ‘underitand.one Word in ten of what 
he fays; he talks.of Giants, and .Caftles, .and Queens and 

Sob AMOR “HNOE %A ~ Princefies, 
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) Princeffes, and Chanters, and Magicians, and Dulineas : 
' he has been a mighty. Traveller it feems. ~ ~ ~ : 
_  Badg. A comical Dog, I fancy ; go, give my Service 
to him, tell him I fhould be glad.of his-Company,:go. 

__ Guz. Yam alraid he is not in any of the beft Humours 
| for hey was. moft»confoundedly drubb’d jut now, 22 
| Badg. Well, pr’ythee go and ‘call him = here“is fome 
_ of the beft Phyfic for him... Come, Scat,’ fit down} and 
| fing that Song once more. | 





»..42TR_ VIL. Mother, quoth Hodge, &c. 





Scut. The Doéfor is feed for a dangerous Draught, | 
Which cures half a Dozen, and kills half a ‘Score +: 
Of all the bet Drugs the Dilpenfaries taught, °- -»- 
*Twere well could each cure one Difeafe, and no nore. 
, But bere’s the Fuice, 33 
Of fovereign Use, ek 
"Twill cure your Diftempers, whatever they be ; 
In Body, or Spirit, —° Ole LF 
| Vi berever you-bear it; : 
- Lake of this a large Dofe; and it foon fets you free. 


} 


By cunning Direftors, if trick’d of your Pelf, 
‘si Your Loffes a Dofe of gocd Claret can heal ; 
OF If ‘you have been a Diretior yourfelf, 
Twill teach you no Lofs of your Honour to feel: 


Stocks 
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Stocks fall or rife, 
Tell truth. or Lies, 
Your Fame and your Fortune bere Remedy find x 
If Silvia: be cruel, 
Take this Water-Gruel, 
"Twill foo cure the Fever tbat burns-up your Mind. 


SCENE V. 
Don Quixote, Guzzle, Scut, and Badger, 
- Moft illuftrious and’ mighty Knight, I’m proud 


to 0 _ “yn Hands. 
Baas. Your Servant, Sir, your Servant. 





odd Figure this ©. f fide, 
Ques fo meet a wali of your Diftinction, is addap- 
pinels I Little expe€ted, ior I am much mittaken butryow 


are either the Knightof the Saw; or-of the Black Helmet. 
same Or of the Black Cap, Sir, if you pleate. 


A devilith | 








Ouix. Sir Knight of the: Black Gap, I rejoice in meeting 
you in this Caftle ; and I wifh the Atchievements of this | 
glorious Adventure, in-which I have been, by the curfed 


Power of Inchantnient, foil’d, may be referv’d for you. 


Badg, This 18° honeft Coufin Tom, taith,:as mad* as a 
March-Hare. [ Afide. 


Quix, Would you guefs, Sir Kmight of the Black Cap, 


dae this uncourteous Pai toas the Lord of this Caftle, fhould — 


detain within his Walls, the moft beautiful Princefs. in the 
Univerle ? 

Badg. The Devil he does. 

Quix, Inchanted ; and,-if I miftake not, by that In- 


chanter Meriiz ; | humbly fuppofe, the Delivery of this 


Princefs was the Défign with which you came to this Caftle. 

Badg. Ay, ay, Sit, Plldeliver her, | warrant you: But 
come Sir——— Pray, Sir, may [crave the Honour of your 
Name? 

Quix. Tam known, Sir, in Chivalry, by the Name of the 
Knight of the Woful Figure 

Baas. Sir Knight of the Woful Figure, will you a a afe 





to it down? Come, Sir, Here’sto-you. Landlord, draw — 


your 
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jyour Chair. How long, Sir Knight.of the Woful Figure, 

Shave you been in thefe Parts ? 

) Quix. It is not, Sir, Knight of the Black Cap, the Bufi- 

Mnefs of a Knight-Errant to number Time, like the inferior 

s of Mankind, by the Days which he lives, but by the 
)Aétions he performs perhaps you may have fojourn’d 

jlonger here than f. Are there many Knights in this King- 

jdom? 

| Badg. Oh, numberlefs!— there are your Knights and 

| Baron Knights, and Knights of the Poft, and then there are 

_ your blue Knights, and your red Knights, and your green 

_ Knights. 

Quix, Well, may this Kingdom be faid to be happy, 

| when fo many Knights confpire for its Safety. 

| Bade. Come, let us be merry ; we'll have a Hunting- 

| Sone Sir Knight, I fhould be glad to fee you,at my 
Country-Seat. Come, Scut, fing away. | 

: 


f 
j 












AIR VIL. There was.a Jovial Begear, Ge. 

















Scut. The dusky Night rides down the Sky, 
And ufbers in the Morn 
The Hounds all join in glorious Cry, 
The Funtfnan winds bis Horn : 
And a Hunting we. will go. 














“ 
at agar sear ers eRe EE Ee AS AEE RS ES 
























58 Don Quixote in Eg laiiae : 


The Wife around ber Hebe throws 
Her Arms, and begs his Stays" 
My Dear, it rains, and bails, and fows, 
You will not bunt to-day, 
But a Hunting we will go,” 








A brufbing Fox in yonder i tod 
Secure to find we feek ; 
For why, I carry’d found and good, ©? 
MA Cartload there laft Week. 
And a Hunting we will go, 


Awaybe voes,be flies the Rout, fn | 
Their Steeds all [pur and fwitch ; | 
Some arethrown in, and fome thrown‘ out,~ °° = | 
And fome thrown in the Ditch: das. | 

. But a’ Hunting we will go. 





Mt lengib bis Strength to Paintne/s worn, 
Poor Renard-teafes Flights ame | 
Then bungry, homeward we return, ~~ ~~" 
To es away the Night : ae | 
‘Then a Drinking we will go. 


9 Y t 


tee 


Badg. Hay | ha, ha! Sir Knight of the Woful Heibe this 
is the Life, Sir, of moft-of our Knights in Eygland, — °°? 

Quix. Hunting is a manly Exercife,‘and° therefore a 
proper Recreation: -Bur‘it is°the BufinefS of 2 Knight- 
Errant to rid the Worldof other fort “of Animals than 
Foxes. 

Badg. Here is my dear Dorotben to you, the moft beati- 
tiful Woman in the World: | 

Quin. Fla, Caitif ! deft tae Bie fay that in my Preferce, 
forgetting that the peerlefs’Daliznea “yet lives ? Confefs” 
thy Fault this Inftant, and own. her inferior to: Dultinea, of 
i wilbmake thee a-dreadfultExanyple to all future Knights 
who ‘fhall daré’ difpute’ the‘Incomparablenefs. of that di 
vine Lady. 


Badg. 
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1 Badg. Throw by your Spit, Sir, throw by your Spit, 
Band I don’t fear. you...?Sbud!. 1’ beat your Lanthorn- 
le into your Throat, you -Rafcal, 

[ Squire Badger offers to firike Don Quixote, 

| Guz. Oh, that this Fellow were-at the Devil! Dear 
) Squire, let him alone. 
§ Quix. Ha! have I difcover’d thee, Impoftor? Thanks, 
‘moit incomparable Lady, . that haft not fuffered thy 
Knight to pollute his Hands with the bafe Blood of that 
Impoftor $ Squire. 


| 
| 


| SCENE VI. 





Don Quixote, Sancho, Squire Badger. 





San. Oh, Sir, I have been feeking your. Honour, I 

) have fuch News to tell you! 

Quix. Sancho,;,ancale this Inftant; and handle: that 

| Squire as he deferves, | 

San. My Lady Dulcineas Sir, ———. 

Quix. Has been abus’d, shas,,been injure, by the 

| flanderous Tongue of that, Squite. 

' San. But, Siro 

| Quix. If.thou expestelt to live a Moment, anfwer me 
not a Word, ’till that Caitif hath fele thy F ift. 

- San. Nay, Sir, <with all my. Heart; ..as far as 4 Cuff or 

| two goes. T hate your Squire-Errants that carry 
_ Arms about them. 

| Badg. V1 box .you firft. one Hand, fecond, with both: 

| Sirrah, I am, able to beat.a Dozen of you.—lIf.I don’t 

lamb thee! ! —— [They both firip,: 

| San. May be not, Brother-Squire, may be not ; threat- 

) ned Folks live long, high Words break no Bones ;.many 

| walk into a Battle, and are.carry’d out on’t ; one Ounce 

| of Heart is better than. many Stone of Fleth;.dead Men 

: pay no Surgeons; fafer .ta dance, after .a Fiddle than a 
| 











Drum, tho’ not fo honourable; a wife. Man would be a 
Bolter | in tune of Peace, and a.Parfon in time of War. 
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Mrs. Guzzle, Squire Badger, Sancho. 





Mrs. Guz. What in the Devil’s Name is the «mattet | 
with you? Get you and your Mafter out of my Honufe, | 
for a couple of Pickpockets as you are, Sir, I hope} 
your Worfhip will not be angry with us, 
Badg. Stand away, Landlord, ftand away. —— If T) 
don’t lick him ! 
San. Come along, out into the Yard, and let me have} 
fair Play, and I don’t fear you—I don’t fear’you. : 
Mrs. Guz. Get you out, you Rafcal, eet you out, or] 
1’) be the Death of you; I'll teach you to fight with your | 
Betters, you Villain, you ; ; Pll curry you, Sirah,” ' 





Se Ne ES vit: 


Fairlove, Sguire Badger. 





Fair. Tam fit to fee a Gentleman mfulted, Sir. Whab| 
was the Occafion of this Fray ? 

Badg. 1 hope you are no Knight-Errant, Sir t ? 

Fair. Sir! 
~ Badg. I fav, Sir, hope you are no Knight Errant, § Sir ? 

Fair. You ate merry, Sir. 

Badg. Ay, Sit, and you wou’d have been merry 100, | 
had you feen fuch a Sight as Ihave. Here is ‘a Fellow in} 
this Inn, that outdoes “all the Shows | éver faw,. He’ was | 
going to knock my Brains out for drinking my Miftrefs’s| 
Health. 

Fair. Agu he is your Rival, Sir. | 

Badg. Odd! that’s like enough, now I think on’t ; wha) 
knows but this may be that Son of Whore, Fairlove, 
whom I have been told on ? | 

Fair. Fa! 

Bade. As fure as a Gui — this is He _- Odsbod! ikins 7 
Mrs. Dorothea, you have a very ftrange fort of a Tafte, I) : 
can tell you that, | 

Fail 
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| Fair. Do you travel towards London, Six? becaufe I 

i fhall be glad of your Company. 

|. Badg. No, Sir, I have not above Fifteen thort Miles 

to go, and quite acrofs the Country. 

Fair. Perhaps you are going to Sir Thomas Loveland’s ? 

Badg. Do you know Sir Themas then, Sir ? 

Far. Very intimately well, Sir, 

| Badg. Give me your Hand, Sir. You are an honeft 

‘Cock, I warrant you, Why, Sir, Lam going to fall 

in Love with Sir Thomas’s Daughter. 

fair. You can’t avoid that, Sir, if you fee her; for 

Ahe is the moft agreeable Woman in the World, 

 Badg. And then the fings like a Nightingale! Now that 

vis a very fine Quality in a Wife for you‘know, the more 
fhe fings, the lefs fhe’ll talk.. Some Folks like Women 

for their Wit ; Odsbodlikins! it is a fign they have none 

of their own; there is nothing a Man of good Senfe dreads 


fo much in a Wife, as her having more Senfe than him- 
Self, 














] 


— —— 


AT Ry 1X) Limbulero: 
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Like Gold to a Mifer, the Wit of a Lafs, 

More Trouble than. Foy to her Husband may bring. 
Fair, hat Fault’s in the Mifer, and not in the Mass ; 

dle knows not to ufe fo precious a Thing, 


Badg. 
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Badg. Wit teaches how 
To arm your Brow 3 seid 
A Price for that. Treajure fome Husbands have paid, | 
Fair. But Wit-will conceal.it 3 a, : 
And if you don't feel ity... . 
A Horn’ s but a Pimple fcarce Jeen: on-your- Head. 


SCENEJIX 


Fairlove, Squire Badger, John. | 


Fobn. Siry Sic! 

Fair. Well, what now ? 

Fobn. (Whilpers.| 

Fair. How! here? 

Yobn. 1 faw her, Sir, upon my Honour, o© rare | 

Fair. 1am the happieft of Mankind, [4fde,] ——— Bros’ | 
ther Traveller, farewel. eae | 

Badg. What, fhan’t we drink together ? 

Pair. Another'time, Sir; Iamvinalittle-hafte at prefent, | 
— [Afide.] Harkye,: Sobuy Tleave you with, my Rival; | 
I néed fay no more. — Dear Dorothea, ten thouland, Rap- | 
tures are in the dear Name. [xity 


SCE.N EO X: 
John, Squire Badger, Don Quixote. - 


Badg. Warkye, Mifter ; what is your Mafter’s Name, | 
pray? 8 

Fobn. Matter, Sir? 

Badg. 1 fay, your Mafter’s Name. 

Fobn. What do you fee in me that fhould make you 
ask me my Mafter’s Name? I fuppofe you would take it 
very ill of me, if I were to ask you what your Maiter’s | 
Name is. DoT look fo little like a Gentleman as to ftand_ 
in need of a Mafter.: 





Badg. | 
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| Badg. Oh, Sir, I ask your Pardon’; -your Drefs, Sir, 
» was the Occafion of my Miftake, °°: ° 
) ~"Yobn> Probable enough’; among you Country Gentle- 
» men, and really in Town;*Gentlemen and Footmen drefs 
fo very like one another; ‘that it is fomewhat difficult to 
know which is.which:. *** 
_ Badg. May be, Sir, then, you are only an Acquaint- 
ance of this Gentleman’s. 
| Fobn. A travelling Acquaintance. 
Badg. May I crave his Name, Sir ? 
|  Fobn. Oh, Sir, his Name;*his Name; Sir, is Sir Gre- 
gory Nebuchaddonnezzar. He is a very rich Few, an Ita- 
fan by Birth, born in the City of Cork. He isa going into 
Cornwal to take poffeffion of a fall Eftate of Twenty 
thoufand Pounds a Year, left him the other Day by a ¢er- 
tain. Dutch Merchant’s Miftrefs, with whom»he had. an In- 
-trigue. He is.aGentleman, Sir, univerfally efteem’d in 
the Beau-Monde, | fetonny 
_ Badg. Beau Monde! Pray, what's that? | 
Fobn. Beau Monde;’Sir, is as muchas to fay, a Man 
of Figure ; when you fay, he isa Manjof the Beau Moxde, 
you mean juft fuch another Perfon'as Iam.’ 
 Badg.; You will pardon. the Ignorance of .a Country 
Gentleman. Dee aah: | 
Fobn. Oh, Sir! we of the Bean Monde are never offend- 
ed at Ignorance. Ae SS 
Quix, (Within) Avant, Caitifs ! think not, thou 
moft accurfed Giant, ever to enter within this Caitle, to 
bring any more captive Princeffes hither. _ 
Badg. Heyday | What’s the matter now ? 
Coachman. |Within.| Open the Gates, will you? Are 
you Mad? : . 
Quix. You, my Lord of the Caftle, fuffer them to be 
open’d at your. Peril, 
. Fobn. One might think, by this Nowe, that we were at 
the Outlide of the Opera-Houle, ata Ridotto. 
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i 34 Don. Quixote in England, 
S°OUE NOE xr 


Mrs. Guzzle, John, Squire Badger, 


Mrs, Guz. For Heaven’s fake, Gentlemen, come and | 
affift us; this mad Don Quixote will ruin my Houle ; “he | 
won’t fuffer the Stage-Coach to come into the Yard. 
Dear, good Gentlemen, come and fpeak to him,.—-—Oh!_ | 
that ever I fhould live tofee him ! 

Jobn. 1am too much a Gentleman not to afitt a Lady | 
in Dittrels. Come, Sir. . 
Badg, After you, Sir; Iam not quite: unbred. 
_ Foba, O eat, Sit. 





A Yard, 





SCENE XII 


Don Quixote arin’ d Cap-a-pee,, bis Lance in bis Hands | 
Sancho, Guzzle, Squire Badger, John, Mrs. Guzzle. | 


Coachman. Within.) Tf you don’t open the Gates this. ) 
Inftant,, I’ll_go'to another Inn. 

Brief. Regis ie Sir; I'll) have your Houfe indicted s 
Pll have your Sign taken down. i 

Guz. Gentlemen, here is a Madman in the Yard: —— | 
Will you let me open the Gates, or no, Sir 

Quix. Open them, and Twill ‘thew thee, that I want no 
"Walls to fecure me. _—~Open them, I fay —— You thal 
fee the Force of one fingle Knight. | 

Mrs, Guz. Dear Gentlemen, will, no body chord his 

Brains out? 

Fobn, This is the moft comical Dog I ever faw in my 
Lie, { Afide. 

Badge. If Thave anything te fay to‘him while he has that 
Thing i in his Pian, may if aoe it in my Guts that Mo- | 
ment. | 

Guz. There, the Saree! are open. | 

Quix. Now, thou peerlets Princes 5 Dulcinea. (Exit. | 
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Coachman. | 
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Coachman. Gee, Gee, Boys, Hup! >. 

| [ Exeunt Sancho, &e. 
aC TN EXIT. 


Mrs, Guzzle, Mr. Brief,. Dr. Drench, Mr. Sneak, Mfrs, 
Sneak, Mz/s Sneak; Maid with Candles. 


Mrs. Sneak. Don’t be frightned, my Dear, there is no 


_ Danger now. ; 


Mr. Sneak, 'That’s owing to me, my Dear; if we had 


| not got out of the Coach, as I advis’d, we had been in a 


EEE 


fine Condition. 


Brief. Whois this Fellow, ‘Woman, that has caus’d all 


this Rout ? 


Mrs. Guz. Oh! dear Mr. Counfellor, I am almoft 
frightned out of my Wits; he is the Devil, I think. [ 





can’t get him out of my Houfe. 


Brief. What, have you no Juftice of the Peace near 
you? You fhould apply to a Juftice of Peace. The Law 


_ provides a very good Remedy for thefe fort of People ; Pll 


take your Affair into my Hands. Dr. Drench, do you 
know no neigbouring Juftice ? 

Drench. What, do. you talk of a Juftice? The Man is 
mad, and Phyfic is properer for him than Law. I?ll take 


dim in. hand myfelf, after Supper. 


Mrs. Sneak. I with, Mr. Smeak, you would go into 
the Kitchen, and fee what we can have for Supper. [ Exit. 

Mr. Sneak. Yes, my Dear. 

Brief. Ay, do; the frefh Air of the Downs, I proteft, 
has got me an Appetite. Ladies, how do you do 
after your Fright ?- Doctor, I fanfy a Dram of that Cor- 
dial, you carry in your Pocket, would do the Ladies no 
harm. 

Mrs. Sneak. You are a merry Man, Mr. Counfellor; 
come, Child. 





Mrs. Guz, This way, Ladies. [ Exeunt Women. 
D. 2 SCENE 
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Su) FON eS Ve 


Mr. Brief,’ Dr. Drench, Den Quixote, Sancho, 
Sguire Badger, John. | 





Badg, Huzza! Hark! ‘hark! Agad, he has 


routed the Coach and Horfes bravely !| my Landlord and | 
the Coachman won’t overtake them: one while, I war- | 


rant. 


Quix. Mott illuftrious, and: high Lords, it is with. 


great Pleafure that’ ] congratulate you on your Delivery, 


whieh you owe only to the peerlefs Dulinea; I defire } 
therefore no other Return, but.that you both repair im- | 


mediately to Tovdjo, and render yourfelves at _ her 
Feet. 
Drench. Poor Man! poor Man! he mutt be put to Bed. 
I fhall apply dome proper Remedies. His Frenzy is very 
high, but I hope we {hall be‘able to'take it off. 
Brief. His EF renzy ! his Roguery ; the Fellow’s a Rogue; 
he js no more mad than Iam; and the Coachman and 


him. 


Quix. Sancho, do-you attend thofe Princes to the ncheft' | 
and moft beautiful Apar ments. —-—— Mott illuftrious Prin~’ | 


ces, the Governor “of this Caftle is an Inchanter; but be 


not alarm’d-at ity forvall ‘the Powers of Fiell hall not | 


Landlerd both. have very good Actions: at Law againft' j 
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hurt you, | 1 will myfelf keep on the Guard all this Night | 
‘for your Safety; and to-morrow I expect you fet for-'} 


ward for Zobofo. 
‘ — Drench. Galen calls this Phrenzy the Phrenabracum. 


Brief. My Lord Coke brings thefe People into the | 


Number.of common Cheats, 
Drench. Y thall order him Bleeding, Glittering, Vomit- 
ing, Purging, Bliftering, and Cupping. 


Brief. "He may, befides an Aton of Affault and Bat- | 
tery, be indiéted in the Crown, he may alfo have an Ac- | 





tion of Damages and Trefpafies laid on him 


Tn | 


fhort, if he be worh Five thoufand Pounds, I don’t | 


quelti i0n | 
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-queftion but to action him out on’t,- -Come, Doctor, 
) if you pleafe, we will attend the Ladies. [ Exeunt. 
Badg. Why, Mr. Quixote, do’ you know who thefe 
) People were you call’d Princes ? 
Quix. One of them I take to be the Prince of Sarmatia, 
}and the other of the Five Mountains. 
Badg. One of them is a Lawyer, and vother a Phy- 
 fician. 7 : 
i} Quix. Monftrous Inchantment! what odd Shapes this 
| Merlin transforms the greateft People into! but Knight- 
| Errantry will be too hard for him at aft. Exit. 
|. Fobn. Ha, ha, ha! a comical Dog! 
| _ Sadg. If. you will accept of one Bottle-of Stout, Bro- 
|) ther Traveller, itis at your Service. 
|. fobn, With all my Heart, Sir... Pm afraid this Fellow 
J has no good Champaign in his Houfe. [ Exeunt. 
| San. Hey! is the Coaft clear’d? Where in the De- 
| vil’s Name has this mad Mafter of mine difpofed himfelf ? 
) for mad he-is now, that’s’certain ; this lat Adventure has 
put it paft all manner of Difpute. -Ahy poor Sancho ! 
| what will become of thee? Would it not be the’ wifett 
jway to look out for fome new Matter, while thou hatt 
any whole Bones in thy Skin: And yer; I can’t find %in my 
| Heart to forfake my old one, at leaft till I have got this 
imall Ifand; and then perhaps; when T have it, f fhall 
}lofe it again, as I did my former Government. ~ 
| Well,. if ever Ido Jay my Fingers on an Ifland‘more, T’ll 
)act like other wife Governors, fall to plundering as faft as 
|1 can, and when I have made my Fortune; why, let 
them turn me out if they will. 
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Black Joke... 


Ad RX. 





The more we fee of Human-kind, 


The more Deceits and Tricks we find, 


In every Land, as well as Spain 


°d be ever bope to thrive, 


Upon the Mountains he muft live ; 


For wou 


nought but Rogues in Vales remain: 


for 
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The Mifer and. the Man will trick, 

The Miftrels and the Maid will nick. 
(Por, Rich. andPoor 

Are Rogue and Whores 

There’s not one boneft Man in-a Scores 
Nor Woman: true in Tweuty-four. 














The End of the Second Ad. 
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SCEN E, JZ Rooom. 


Fairlove, Dorothea, ~ Ars. Guzzle. 


FAIRLOVE. + 


E PEND onit, you fhall be madesamends. for! 
your Damage you have fuftain’d frome this’ heroic: 
Knight and his Squire. : 
Mrs.Guz. You look like a very honourable Gentle- 
man, Sir, and I:would take your Word fora great deal 
more than he owes me. 

Dor. But pray, Mrs. Guzzle, how. came’ you by» this 
fine Drefs, in which the Lady Dulcinea is’ to be exhis' 
bited? | 3 

Mrs. Guz. About a Month ago, Madam, there wasae | 
Company of Stage-Players here, ‘and they ftaid for above | | 
a Fortnight acting their Shows: — But I don’t know how it> | 
happen’d, the Gentry did not give them much Encourage-. | 
ment; fo at laft theyoall run away, except the Queen, 
whom I made bold to ftrip of her Finery, which is all that 
I have to fhew for their whole Reckoning. 

Dor. Ha, ha, -ha!. Poor Queen! Poor travelling Prin- 
cefs ! : 

Mrs. Guz. The Devilstravel with her to the World’s 
End; fo fhe travel not hither; fend me any thing but 
Stage-playets and Knight-Errants. I’m fure Fifty Pounds 
won't make me whole again; would your. Ladythip 
think 
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| think itr, Madam? Befide other Articles, fhe ran in tick 
_ Twenty Shillings for Thunder and Lightning. 


SS EAL, 
Jezebel, Sancho, Fairlove, Dorothea, Aérs, Guzzle. 


Dor. Behold the peerlefs Princefs! Ha, ha, ha! Oh, I 


_ fhall die’! Ha, ha,.-ha ! 


San. Zooks! fhe’]l put the real Dulcinea out of coun- 
tenance, for no fuch eorgeous fine Lady have I feen in all 
Tobofo. 

Fair. Is the Knight appris'd, Mr. Sancho, of the Ap-« 
proach of his M iftrefs ? 

San. Yes, Sir, it had like to have coft me dear, I’m 
fure ;* for when [told him of it,-he gave me fuch a Hug, 
that) I: thought I fhou’d never have fetch’d: Breath any 
more in this World. I believe he took me for the Lady 
Duleinea hertelf. 

Dor. But why booted and fpurr’d, Mr. Sancho ? Are 
you going a Journey? 

Rar: Yes, Madam, your Ladyfhip knows I was or- 
dered to go for my Lady Dudéinea; {0 what does me J, 
but rides into the Kitchen, where I whipt and fpurr’d 
about’a Sirloin. of roft Beef, for. a full-half Hour. ‘Then 


flap, Treturn’d to my Mafter, whom I found leaning up- 


on his Spear, with his Eyes lifted. up to the Stars, calling 
out upon my Zobcfo Lady, as if the Devil were in his 
Guts; as.foon as he fees me, Sancho, fays he, with a 
Voice like a great Guny wilt thou ‘never have furfficiently 
ftuffed thy Wallet? Wilt thou'never fet out for Tobofo ? 
Heavens‘blefs your Honour’s Worfhip, and keep you in 
your Senfes, fays I; Iam juft return’d from thence ; TI 
am fure; if you felt half the Wearinefs in your Bones that I 
do, you’d think you fet out with:a Vengeance. Truly 
then, Sancho, thou ‘muft have travelled by Chantment. 
¥ don’t: know whether: I travelled by’ Chantment ; but 

this 
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this P know, that about: Fivé Miles’off I imet my Lady 


Dalcinea. How! fays he,-and gave fuch’a Spring;)T 
thought he would have’ leapt over theiWall. -Ay,: fays 
I, fure I know her Ladythip. *He'that Has ftood’ in the 
Rillory ought to know what’ Wood ‘it is made of: and a 
Woman, who walks the Streets, ought to’ know “whe- 
ther they are pav’d or no. | © CHO & 

Fez. | hope he won’t offer to be rude. 

Sax. Your Ladyfhip need not fear that. I dare fwear 


he, loves your Ladyfhip fo much, he would not take g 
Hundred Pound to come within a Yard of you; he’s 


one of your high bred fort of Gentry, and -knows his 
Diftance. : 


Jez. Shou’d he offer to touch me, I fhou’d faint, 









7 
{ 
iq 
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San. If. your Ladythip pleafes, I’ll.convey you to a | 
proper Place where you may fee my Matter, and-thenT’ll | 


go and prepare -him.a little more for your Arrival, 


Mrs. Guz. Vilgo fee this Show, I’m refolv’d ; and, 


faith, [begin to doubt which of my Gueltsis the mad- 
dett, " ers ee 7 : 


S-€ -E-N- EL 


Fairlove, Dorothea. 


Dor. Shall:we follow to the Window, and fee the 
Sport? 


Fair, How can my. Dorothea think, of trifling at this 


time ? 


Dor. Had found yousat my firft Arrtyal, I fhould | 
fcarce have invented this Defign; but I cannot fee any | 


Retardment ’twill be to.our.purpofe. 


Fair. Why thould we not’ fly-away this Inftant; who | 


knows but you may be purfued? I fhall have no’ eafy 


Moment till you are mine: beyond any. poffibility of lofing — 


you. 


Dor, The Morning. will:be time enough; for I have. | 
taken fuch Meafures, Ithall. not be mifs’d till then; be- 


fides, 
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fides, I.think there was fomething fo lucky in your com- 
_ ing-hither without having received my Letter, that J can- 
not fufpeét the happy Succefs of our Affair. Ah, Fair- 
love! would I were as dure it would .be always in your 
Will, as it will be in your Power, to. make me happy: 
But when I reflect on your former Life, when I think what 
 aRover you have been, have I not a juft Occafion then 


for Fear? 
Fair. Unkind Dorothea! 


AIR = XI. Have you heard of a frolickfom 
Ditty, We. 





Wou'd Fortune, the Truth to diftover, 

Of him you fufpeG as a Rover, 

Bid me be to'fome Princefs a Lover, 

No Princefs wou'd Billy purfue. 
Dor. Woud Heaven but grant me the Trial, 

A Monarch fou’ d meet my Denial ; 
And while other Lovers Pd fly all, 

‘I'd fly, my dear Billy, to you. 


Fair. Whole Ages my Dolly enjoying, 
Is a Feaft that cou’d never be cloying s 
With thee while I’m hifing and toying, 
Kind Fortune can give me no more. — 


Dor. 
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Dor. With thee I’m fo bleft beyond Meafure, 
L laugh at all. Offers of Treafure ; 
Lf laugh at all Offers of Pleafure’s 
Thou art all my Foy and my Store. 
Both. With thee, &e. 





SE Ne Boa ea 
Servants with Lights before Sir Thomas and Guzzle. 


Sir Tho. Landlord, how fares it? You feem to ‘drive 
a humming Trade here. 3 

Guz. Pretty well, confidering the Hardnefs.of the 
Times, an’t pleafe your Honour. ) | 

Sir Tho. Better Times are.a coming,’ a new Ele¢tion is 
not far off. | 

Guz.. Ay, Sir, 1f we had but an Election once a Year, 
a Man might make a fhift to. pick up a Livelihood... 

Sir Tho. Once a Year! why, thou. unconfcionable 
Rogue! the Kingdom would not be able to fupply us with 
Malt. But pr’ythee whom haft thou in thy Houfe, any 
honeft Fellows? Ha! i 

Guz. Here’s Lawyer Brief, Sir, and Dr. Drench; and 
there’s Mr. Sveak and his Wife; then there’s one Squire 
Badger of Somerfeybire. | 

Sir Tho. Oho! give. my Service to him inftantly, tell 
him T fhould be very glad to fee him. 

Guz. Yes, an’t pleafe, your. Honour: [ Exit. 

Si Tho. This Fellow, is. not quite of a right Kidney, 
the Dog is not found, at the. Bottom; however, I muit 
keep well with him till after the next Ele@tion. Now for 
my Son-in-law, that.is to be, whom I long mightily to 
ice; I’m fure his Eftate makes him a very: advantageous 
Match for my Daughter, if fhe. can but like his Perfon ; 
and. if he be defcrib’d tight to.me,.I don’t fee how fhe 
can fail of doing that, 
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SOE ONE \y. 
Sir Vhomas, Squire Badger, Guzzle, John. 


Guz. Here’s the Squire, an’t pleafe your Honour. 

Sir Tho. Mr. Badger, \?m your moft humble Servant ; 
you’re welcome into this Country ; I’ve done myfelf the 
Honour, Sir, to meet you thus far, inorder to conduct you 
to my Daughter. 

Badg. 1 fuppofe, Sir, you may be Sir Thomas Love- 
land. 

Sir Tho. At your Service, Sir. 

Badg. Then I wifh, when you had been about it, you 
had brought ‘your Daughter along with you, 

Sir Tho. Ha, ha! you are merry, Sir. 

Badg. Ay, Sir, and you wou’d have been merry, if 
you had. been in fuch Company as I have been in. My 
Lord! *Sbud! where’s my Lord? ’Sbud! Sir Thomas, 
my Lord Svang is one of the merrieft Men you ever knew 
in your Life; he has been telling me a Parcel of fuch 
Stories! 

Fobn. 1 proteft, Sir, you are fo extremely ‘ well-bred, 
you put me out of countenance; Sir Tomas, 1 am your 
moft obedient humble Servant, 

Sir Tho.  fuppofe this Lord can’t afford to keep a 
Footman, and fo he wears his own Livery, 

Badg. 1 with, my Lord, you would tell Sir Tomas the 
Story about you and the Dutchefs of what d’ye call her. 
——<Odsheatt! it is one of the pleafanteft Stories! about 
how fhe met him in the Dark at a Maskerade, and about 
how fhe gave him a Letter; and then about how he car- 
ried “her to a, to a, ‘t6-a 

john. To a Bagnio, to a Bagnio. 

Badg. Ay, to a Bagnio, *Sbud, Sir, if I was not part- 
ly engag’d in Honour to court your Daughter, I’d go to 
London along with my Lord, where Women are, it feems, 
as plenty as Rabbets in a Warren. Had I known as 
much of the World before, as I do now, I believe I 

fhou’d 


om 
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fhou’d fcarce have thought of marrying. Who'd marry, 
when my Lord fays, here, a Man may have your great 


fort of Ladies, only for wearing a broder’d Coat, telling | 


half a Dozen Lies, and making a Bow. 

Sir Tho. believe, Sir, my Daughter wont, force. ye 
againft your inclination. | 

Badg. Force me! No; I believe not Icod! I fhould be 


glad to fee a Woman that fhould force.me. If you come 








to that, Sir, I’m not afraid of you, nor your Daughter | 


neither. 


Sir Tho. This Fellow’s a great Fool; but his Eftate | 


mutt not be loft. [4/4de.]—-You mifunderftand.me, _Sir, 
I believe you will have no Incivility to complain of, from 
either me or my Daughter. 


Badg. Nay, Sit, for that matter, when Peopleare civil | 
to me, I know hew to be civil to them again; come, Fa- | 
ther-in-law of mine, that is to be, what fay youto acherifh- 
ing Cup; and you fhall hear fome of my Lord’s Stories ? | 

Sir Tho. As far as one Bottle, Squire, but you. muft not — 
exceed. : «| 

Badg. Nay, nay, you may e’en fneak off when'you | 
pleafe: My Lord and here, are very good Company by, 
ourfelves. Pray, my Lord, go firft; I’d have you think — 
I have got fome Manners. (Bxeunt. 





Sir Tho. A very hopeful Spark this. But he has’ a | 
great Eftate; and [have no Notion of refufing an Eftate, 


det che Men be what he will. 
SCE N E” VI. ° The Yard. 
Don. Quixote, Sancho. 


Quix. How far doft thou think the advane’d Guards : 


are yet from the Caftle? 
San. Sir! 


Quix. But perhaps fhe may choofe to travel incognita, 
and may, for the greater Expedition, have left thofecurs’d, | 
ufelefs, heavy Troops, her Horfe-Guards, to follow a_ 


PET ee 


Month | 
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Month or two hence. How many Coaches didft thou 
number ? | : 3 
Sam. "Truly, ‘Sir, they were fo many, I could not num- 
ber them. “1 dare fwear there were a good round Baker’s 
Dozen, at leaft. — per : 
~ Quix. Sancho, thou wilt never leave debafing the great- 
eft things in thy vile Phrafes,. Wilt thou eternally. put 
‘my Patience to the Teft ?. Take heed, unworthy Squire, 
when thou art talking of this incomparable and peerlefs 
Princefs, thou doft it not in any of thy low Ribaldry ; for 
if thou doft, by all the Powers of this invincible Arm—. 
San, Oh, fpare me, fpare me! —- And if ever I offend 
your Worfhip any more, if ever I crack a Jeft on my 
Lady Dulcinea rs 
_, Quix. Proceed! What Knights attend her Prefence ? 
San, They make fuch a Glittering, Sir, ’tis inipoffible 
to. know one from the other ; they look for all the World 
at a Diftance, like a Flock of Sheep. | 
Quix. Ha! again ! . Sal 
San. Nay, Sir, if your. Worfhip won’t let a Man talk 
in his own.Language, he muft e’en hold_his ‘Tongue. 
Every Man is not bred at-a Varfity, who looks for a 
Courtier’s Tongue. between the Teeth of a Clown. An 
ill Phrafe may come from a good Heart, Many Men, 
many Minds; many Minds, many Mouths ; many Mouths, 
many Tongues; many Tongues, many Words. 
Quix. Ceafe thy Torrent of Impertinence, and tell me, 
is not the Knight of the black Eagle there ? 
_ San. Ay marry is he, Sir, and -he of the black Ram 
too. On they trot, Sir, Cheek by Jole, Sir, for all the 
World like two Butter-Women to Market; then comes 
my Lady Dulcinea all Rampant in her Coach, with half a 
{core dozen Maids of Honour ;’twou’d have done. your 
Heart good to fee her, fhe looks.e’en juft like 
Quix. Like a milk-white Dove amongft a Flight. of 
Crows; bis : 
San. To all the World, like a new half Crown-Piece, 
among{t a heap of old Brafs Farthings, 








SCENE 





—_— ss SS ae 
a Soe et 


Pa aS gr ARR ETT EE EET LEN EES a TS RIN RE I LE HI 








48 Don Quixote in England. 


5 Cee Noe yan 
Drawer with a Light, Brief, Déoa Quixdté, Sancho, 


Draw. This Way, Sir, take care how you tread. 
Quix. Hat fhe approaches ! ! Thé Torches are mee | 
arriv’d at the Gate, the gteat.Pulgoran is alighted. O 


thou’ moft’ welcome of all. Knights,” lets me embrace 


thee, 


Brief. Let meé alone: pry-thee, Fellow, or I fhall: have 
you laid by the Heels ; what do: you mean ‘to rob me, | 


hey ? 


Quin. Is it poffible, is mighty Fulgoran fhould, not | 


know'me ? 


Brief. Know: ye! iis not to your “Advantage: t believe, rf 
to be known. Let me tell you, Sirrah, you may be try’d | 









) 


| 
i 
i 


on wh Black Act, for going about difeuis’d in this Man- | 


r; and but that sfhall go a better Way» td work with | 


of Bs as good an Indiétment: wou’d lie on that AG@ —— 
Quix. Behold, Siry my Lady Duleinea-herfelf, 


Brief. Light on,:Boys thenext Juftice- ought to be ins | 
dicted for not: aged the Laws in Execution again{t fuch | 


Fellows. 
‘Ss: s E N Tesh Vill. 


Don ‘Quixote, Sancho, Jezebel. 


®uix. O mott illuftrious, and moft mighty Prince's 
with what Looks-fhallelibehold you? with what Wérds | 
fhall I thank you for gg infinite G ocdne efs to your unwets | 


thy Knights? 
Tee. Rie; Sir, 


Quix. Do now ‘overwhelm me:with too-much Goodhefs. 4 
tho” to fee you be inexpreffible Fappinefs, yet to fee you | 


here'Gives me'fome Uneafinefs 1\;Hor O moft adorable 
Princefs; this ‘Cattle is eit ele Giants and captive La 
dies inhabit only here. 27. 


y 





Fez. Could I but be affured of F your Conftancy, I thould | 


have no Fear; but, alas! there are fo many Inftances of | 


perur’d Men. 


AIR 
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AIR XI. Cold and raw, &e, 





AA Virgin once was walking along, 
Inthe fweet Month of July, 
Blooming, beautiful and young, 
She met with a Swain unruly 3 
Within bis Arms the Nymph he caught, 
And fwore he'd love her truly ; 
The Maid remember'd, the Man forgot, 
What paft in the Month of July. 


. Qyix. Eternal Curfes light on all fuch. perjur’d. Wret- 
ches ! 

ez. But tho’ you may be conftant at firft, when we 
have been married a great while, and ‘have had feveral 
Children, you may leave me, and then I fhould break 
my Heart. 

Quix. Rather may the univerfal Frame of Nature be 
diffolv’d ; perifh firft, all Honefty, Honour, Virtue, nay 
Knight-Errantry itfelf, that Quinteffence of all. 


E Fes. 
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to Don. Quixote in. England, 
Fez. Cou’d L always, remain. young, as\I am-now, but | 
ii alack-a day ‘I fhall grow old. and: then pyou-will forfake — 
Hi me for fome younger Maiden; 1 know.it.is the way of — 
Hi all you Men,° you all love young Fleth.. «You.all Sing, 
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Sweets the litle Maids: 

That bas notlearat ber Trade, 
‘Fears, ‘yet languifhes to be taught ; 
Tha’ foe's foy and.roy, f | 
Sill foe ll give you Foy. | 
When 
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When foe’s once to Compliance brought, 

Women full of Skill 

Sooner grant your Wills 


But often purchas’d are good for nought. 
Sweet's the little Maid, &c. 


Quix. Oh moft divine Princefs! whofe Voice is infinite- 
ly fweeter than the Nightingale: Oh, charm my Ears no 
more with fuch tranfporting Melody, left 1 find my Joy 
too exquifite for Senfe to bear. 


SCENE IX. 
Don Quixote, Sancho, Fairlove, Dorothea, Jezebel. 


Dor. Pity, illuftrious Knight; oh, pity an unhappy 
‘Princefs, who has.no hopes of Safety, but from your vic- 
torious Arm. This Inftant [ am purfu’d by a mighty 
Giant. 

Quix. Oh, moft adorable Dulcinea! uniefs fome Affair 
of your own forbid, permit your Knight to undertake 
this Adventure. : 

Fez. You can’t oblige me more. 

San. Norme lefs; Oh! the Devil take all Giant Ad- 
ventures, now fhall I have my Bones broke, I’d give an 
Arm or two to fecure the reft with all my Heart, Pl 
e’en fneak off if I can, and preferve the whole. 

Quix, Sancho, come here! Stand thou in the Front, 
and receive the firft Onfet of the Enemy, that fo I may 
wait.a proper Opportunity, while the Giant is aiming at 
thy Head, to ftrike off his, 

Sas. Ah, Sir, I have been a Squire-Erranting to fome 
purpofe truly, if I don’t know better than to ftand be- 
fore my Mafter. Befide, Sir, every Man in his Way. 1 
am the worft Manin the World at the beginning of the 
Battle, but. a very Devil at the end of it. 
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Si A Dp! Oa 


John, Fairlove, Doz Quixote, Dorothea, Jezebel. 


Fobn, Oh Sir, undone, ruin’d! Sir Thomas himfelf is in 
the Inn; you are difcover’d, and here he.comes with a 
hundred and fifty People, to fetch away Madam Dorothea. 

Fair... We know it, we know it. | | 

Quix. And were he to bring as. many thoufand-— 
Yl fhew him one fingle Knight ey be too NAB. for. | 
them all. | 

Fair. ‘Yen thoufand Thanks, great Knight; by Heaven's | 
I’ll die by your Side, before Pll lofe her. | 

Quix. Now, thou moft adorable Princefs Dulcinea. da ! 
Tobofo, now fhine with all thy Influence,upon me.. ....., 

Sir Tho. [Within] Where is my Daughter, Villains? | 
where is my Daughter? — 

Quix. Oh, thou curfed Giant Yergilicombo, too welll | 
know thy Voice ; have at,thee, Caitif. 

Dor. Dear Fexebe, lam frichten’d out of my Wits, 
my Father Mr, or Fairlove will be deftroy’d ——- I am 
refolv’d I'll rufh into the middle of them, and with my | 
own Danger PUL an_end to the Fray. 

Fez Do fo, and in the mean time I?ll into o the Clofet, 
and put an end to a finall Bottle I have there; I pro- 
teft I am_horribly. frighten’d mayfelf. 


S CP Sp bls 
Sancho /olus, 


There. they are at\it Pell-mell, who will be knock’d on” 
the Head I know not ; I think ik pretty fure it; won't 
be Sancho. I have made a-fhift to efcape this Bout, but I | 
fhall never get out of this curfed fighting Country again as 
fafe as I came into it, I fhall leave fome Pounds of poor 
Sancho behind me; if this be the effe@ of Englifh oa | 
and © 
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and Pudding, would I were in Spain again. I begin to 
think this Houfe or Caftle is chanted ; nay, I fanfy the 

Devil lives in it, for'we have had nothing but Battles, 
)fince we have been here. My Bones are not the Bones 
they were a Fortnight ago, nor are they in the fame Pla- 
)ces. As to my Skin the Rainbow is a Fool to it for Co- 
Tours ; it is hke——What is it like? Ecod ’tis like nothing 
) but my Mafter’s, Well, Mafter of mine, if you do get 
) the Day you deferve it, Ill fay that for you ; and if you 
)are well‘drub’d, why, you deferve that too. What had 
| we to do-with the Princefs and be hane’d to her ? Befides 
| Pverily believe fhe’s ‘no more ‘a Princefs thanI am. No 
| good ever comes of minding other Mens Matters. | fel- 
‘dom fee any Meat’ got by winding up another Man’s 
| Jack. IJ’ll e’en take this Opportunity, and while all the 
Vreft are knocking one another on the Head, I’ll into the 
Pantry and ftuff both Guts and Wallet as lone as theyll 


———— 


hold, 
ve 


| SCEN EE. XI. 
i 
| 


Sir ‘Thomas, Dorothea, 


i Sir Tho. See, ungracious Girl, fee what your curfed In- 
'clinations have occafion’d ! 
~ Dor. Vm fure they are the Caufe of my Mifery ; if 
| Fairlove be deftroy’d, I never thal enjoy a Moment’s 
Quiet more. 
-. Sir Tho. Perhaps it were better for him if he were; I 
—fhall handle him in fuch a Manner, that the reft of his 
Life fhall not be much worth wifhing for. 
_ Dor. Thus on my Knees, Sir, I intreat you by all the 
Tendernefs you ever profefs’d to me! by all the Joy you 
have fo often faid J gave you! by all the Pain I now en- 
dure! do not attempt to injure Fuirlove. You can inflict 
no Punifhment. on him, but 1 muft feel much more than 
half.’ 1s it not enough to pull me, tear me bleeding from 
his Heart? Is it not enough to rob my Eyes of what ae 

rs ove 
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love more than Light or than’ themfelves ? Hinder me- | 


from all thofe Scenes of Blifs, I’d painted to myfelf? Ohy 








hear me; Sir, or kill me, ahdiao not make ti Life aie. 


gave a Curfe. 
Sir Tho. Away, you're no Child of mine. 


Dor, Wou'd you keep me from him, try to make him» | 


happy ; that Thought would be fome Comfort in his Abs 


fence—I might perhaps bear to be no Partaker of his Happi«: 


néfs,‘but not t fo of his Sufferings ; wete'he in a Palace, you 


might keep me wretched alone ; but were he in a Prifony 


not all the Powers on Earth fhould keep me from him. 


SCE N EX: 


Guzzle, rs. Guzzle, Conftable, Don Quixote { | 


Fairlove, John, 


Guz. We have made'a fhift, an’t pleafe your Worship 


to fecure this mad Fellow at laft; but he has done us 
more Mifchief than ever it will be in his power to make us 
Reparation for. 

Mrs. Guz. Our Houfe is ruin’d for ever, there is not 


one whole Window in it; the Stage-Coachman {wears | 
he’ll never bring a Conipany’ to it again... “There’s*Mifs _ 
Sneak above in Fits, and Mr. Sneak, poor Man, 1s crys 
ing, and Madam Sweak, the’ $a fwearing and ftamping like | 


a Dragoon. 


Sir Tho. Mr. Fairlove, ‘you thall anfwer for thinles As. 


for that poor Fellow there’ I fuppofe you have hired him. 


Hark’e, Fellow, what did'this Gentleman give you'to do | 


all this Mifchief '? 


Quix. It is your Time now, and you may ufe it I | 
perceive this Adventure is ‘not referv'd for me, therefore I | 


mutt fubmit to. the Inchantment. 
Sir Tho. Do you*banter me, you’ Rafecal ? 


Words. 


Quix. Poor Wretch ! I orn’ to retort thy injutious — 
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Sir Tho. VM make -you know -who;.I am prefently, I 


will fo. 


» Quix. Doft thou then think I know thee not to be the 
Giant Tergilicombo? — yet think not becaufe I fubmit, to 
my Fortune, that I fear thee ;, No, the time will come, 
when>-I :fhall,-fee thee the Prey. of fome more happy 
Knight. 


se Sir Tho. VM Knight you, you Dog, I will, 


Mrs. Guz. Do you hear,,,Husband?, I fuppofe you 


} swon’t doubt whether he be, mad any longer or no; he 


makes. no-more of his Worfhip,. than if he.were talking to 
a Fidler. 

Guz. I with your Worfhip would fend him to Goal, he 
feems to look moft curfedly Mifchievous. I fhall never 


think myfelf fafe till he is under Lock and Key. 


Fair. Sir Thomas, 1.do-not deferve this.ufage.at your 
Hands; and tho’ my Love to,your Daughter hath made 
me hitherto Paffive, do not carry the Thing too far; for 
be affured-if you do you fhall anfwer for it... | 
» Sir Tho, Ay, ay, Sir, we are not afraid of that. 


S GiB N2iE oy hv 


Squire Badger, Sir Thomas, Dorothea, Fairlove, Don 
Quixote, Ars. Guzzle, 


Badg. Oons! what’s the Matter with you all? Is the 
‘Devil in the Inn that you won’t let a Man fleep ? I was.as 
faft on the Table as if I had been in a Feather-bed. —— 
*Sbud, what’s the Matter? Where’s. my Lord Slang? 

Sir Tho. Dear Squire, let me intreat you would go to 
Bed, you area little heated with. Wine. ) 
-»sBadg. Oons, Sir! do)you fay that Lam drunk: 1 fay, 
Sir, that I am as fober asa, Judge... and if any Man fays 
that I am drunk, Sir, he’s a Liar, and a Son of a Whore. 
My Dear, an’t I — fober now? 

Dor, O naufeous, filthy Wretch ! 


4 Badg, 
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: Badgi!’ Fore-George,’a good»pretty’ Wench’; Pll Have a 
Kis; ll Warrant een twice as enon as "ke ee | 
that 1st bé.oras 

odin Tho. Hold, iden Sid chi is is my: Mangler ¢ yea 

-Bedg: Sirs I don’t care: whofe Daughter fhe isi). 2 sod 
CowWor.: For — S fake, fome body: defend me from 
i a 

Fair: Wet me °0; Dogs! ! Villain! thou hadft better cat 
thy.-Fingers than lay ?em 7 rudely onvthat Lady. yoo: 

Sir Tho: Dear Mr, Badger, this is:my Daughter, the | 
young: Lady to’ whony you intended ‘your Addrefies, > vir | 

Badg.. Well, Siry: and an’t 1 making Sars sie to i | 
Sir, Hey? | 

Sir Tho. Let:meé befeech> you, Sir, to attack: Ker i in-no 
rude mannef. | 

Badg. Pr’ ythee, dott thou know who IT am? T Fai f 
thou didit know who'l was; thou wou’dftnoti talk to\me 
fo; if thowdoft any more, I fhall lend thee. a Knock. 
Come, Madam, fince 1 have promis’dsto marry you; | 
finee f: can ‘t:be offuwith “Honour, as ithey fays:owhygCthe | 
fooner it’s done, the better; let us fend for’aParfonand 
be, married, ‘now dim incthe Humour) ?Sbedlikins!. | 
find. there’s nothing insmaking Love,*when a Man’s “but 
once got wellinto’rs Imevermade a: Word of Love bes 
fore in my Life; and yet it is as natural, feemingly, asif — 
I had been bound Prentice: to it: 

Quix. Sir, one Wordcwith you, if<you pleafe ; I fup- 
pote you look Bee spb ittion as’ a) reafonable fort. of wer 
fon. 





sind bo. What Fi ¢ | 
Burke Thatiyowate capable of managing your Affaits i 
gaat you don’t, ftand in-need-ofsa Governor: . 
Sir The. Hey! : : 
Quin Andoif-thisibe true: ofiyol,ciisiit poffible yous ean 
pe reper that:Wreteh, 1 who isca Scandal to his: very. Species; 
toithis | Gendeman;! whole Berio and Parts would be'a an 


Honour tothe grerefiiof ita 


NY ia 
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. Sir Tho. Hashé’made yowhis Advocate? > Tell him, I 
can preter Three-Thoufand to One. : 

Quix. The ufual Madnefs of Mankind! Do’ you 


-marry your: Daughiter:for her fake, or your own’? If for 


her’s,. fure *tis fomething: whimfical,: to make her mifer- 


-able: inorder to: make her:happy:! “Money is a Thing well 
worth confidering in thefe Affairs; but Parents always’re- 


_ gard it,too much; and: Lovers too ‘little. No Match'can 


————-- 


be happy, which Love aad Fortune do not con{pire to 
make fo. The greateft' Addition of either, illy fupplies ‘the 


intire -Abfence of the other) nor wou'd Millions a2 Year 
make that Beaft, in your Daughter’s Eye, preferable to 


this Youth with a Thoufand, 


on Ser Tho. What have we here, a Philofophical Pimp! I 
can’t help faying, but the Fellow has fome Truth on his 


) Bidens? 


sor. You are my eternal Averfion, 
| Badg. LLookye, Madam, I can take a Joke, or fo, but 

if youvarejn earneft 

5 Dor: Indeed I am, I hate and defpife you in the moft 

ferious’ earnett. , 

| Badg. Do you, then you may kifs.—~?*Sbud, I can 

hate- as well as you... Your Daughter has affronted 

me here. Sir, what’s your Name, and I?ll have Satis- 

faction ? 

Quix, Oh, that I were difinchanted for thy fake! 

Badg. Sir, 1} have Satistaétion. 

Sir Tho. My Daughter, Sir 

Badg. Sir, your Daughter, Sir, is a Son of a Whore, 
Sir. ’Sbud, Vl go find my Lord Slang. A Fig for you 
and your Daughter too; I’ll have Satisfaction. [ Exit. 

Quix. A Turk wou'd fearce marry a Chriftian Slave to 
fuch a Husband. 

Sir Tho. How this Mano was: mifteprefented to me! 
Fellows, let go your Prifoner. «Mr. Fairlove, can’ you 
forgive me? Can’ I omake :you ‘any Reparation” for’ ‘the 
Injuftice I have fhewn you on this  Wretch’s° We: 
count ? 








Fair. 
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Lair. 
Dor. $ Ha: | 
Sir Tho. ‘If the immediateexecuting all my Eieendl | 


‘Promifes to: you, can make: you forget my having bro- 
ken them; and if, as. I have no Reafon to doubt, your 
‘Love.fer. my. Daughter will continue, you have my Con- 
fent to confummate as foon. you pleafe;) hers, I be- 
Jieve you have already... 
Fair. Oh Tranfport ! Oh bleft Moment ! 
Dor. .No Confent of mine ‘can ever be wanting to make } 


him happy: 


ye, — 
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ing faft bis darling Treafure, 


Huggi 


Thus the Merchant, who with Pleafure, 
Long adventur’d on the Main, 


Fair. 


Gaily fmiles 


Ox paft Tails, 
Well repaid for all bis Pain. 
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She. Thus the Nymph whom Dream affrighting 
With ber Lover's Death alarms, | 

Wakes with Tranfports all delighting; 4 

Madly bleft, a 

When careft re | 

In bis warm entwining Arms. . 


? 





















lurs. Guz. Lard blef§ *em! who cou’d have. ree | 
them, that hadn’t a Heart of Oak! 
Quix. Here are the Fruits of Knight-Errantry for. you, a 
THe is an Inftance of what admirable Service We .are [60 | 
Mankind. I find, fome Adventures are referv’d for | 
Don Quixote de la Maneba. | 
Six Tho. Don Quixote dela Mancha! Is it poffible that | 
you can be the tear Don Quixote de la Mancha? | 
9uix. Truly, Sir, IL have had fo: much ado. with In- | 
chanters, that I dare not affirm whether I am really my- | 
felf, or no, ’ ) 
Sir Tho, Sir, T honour you much ; I have heard. of | 
your great Atchievements in SPAIN ; what brought you to 
England, noble Don ? all 
Ouire, A Search of Adventures, Sir; no Place ADL 





more with théem.- 1 wasi-told ae was a plenteous | 
Stock of Montfters ; nor have I found one lefs than I ex, | 
pected. 


S,C. ahh Eee 


on Quotes Sir Thomas, Fairlove, Dorothea, Guzzle, 
Mrs. Guzzle, Bech Dr.’ Drench. 


Brief. ‘Vl have Satistaction, I won’t be us’d after this 
manner for nothing, while there is either Law, or Judge, 
ot Juftice, ‘or Jury, or Crown-Office, or A@ions of Da- | 
mages, or on the’@afe, or ’Trefpafies, or Affaults, and 
Batteries. shies: aed 

Sir Tho... What's the matter,” Mr. Counteller > 

Rei Oh, Sir sg homas i ing abus’d, beaten, hurt, 
maimed, disfoured, defaced; dif nember'd, kilPd, maf 


‘ ste thd 
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'facted, and murder’d, by this Rogue, Robber, Rafcal, 


Villain... I fhan’c be able to appear at Wetminfter-Hall the 


whole Term ; it will be as good a Three Fiundred Pounds 


out of my Pocket as was ever taken. 


Drench. lf this Madman be not blooded, cupped, {weat- 
ed, blifter’d, vomited, purg’d, this Inftant, ‘he: will be 


} incurable. [ am well ‘acquainted with this fort of Phren- 
fy his next Paroxyfm will be fix times as ftrong as the 


former. 

Brief. Pfhaw !. the Man is no more mad ies Tam — i 
fhould be finely off if he could be prov’d Now compos men- 
#is.; 7tis an eafy thing for a Man to pretend Madnefs Ex 


poft fasio. 


Drench. Pretend Madnefs!. give me leave to tell you, | 


Mr. Brief, 1 am not to be pretended with ; I judge by 
_ Symptoms, Sib 





_ Brief. Symptoms! Gad, here are Symptoms for you, if 
‘be come to that. 

. Drench. Very plain Symptoms of Madnefs,. I think. 

__ Brief. Very fine, indeed! very fine Doctrine! very. 


fine, indeed!” a Man’s beating of another is a Proof of 


Madneifs ; fo.that if a Man Be indicted, he has nothing to 
do, but to plead, Now compos mentis, and he’s acquitted 
of courfe ; fo there’ $ an end of all Actions of Affaults and. 
Battery at ence. 


SCENE “XVL 


Sir Thomas, Cook, Don Quixote, Sancho, Fairlove, 
Dr. Drench, Servants haling in Sancho. 


Sir Tho. Heyday ! what’s the matter now ? 

Cook. Bring him along, bring him along! Ah Matter, 
no wonder .you have complain’ d fo long ‘of miff ing your 
Victuals, for all the time we were out in the Yard, this 
Rogue has been ftuffing his Guts in the Pantry. Nay, he 
has not only done that, but every thing he cou’d not eat, 
he has cramb’d into that great Sack there, which he calls 
a Wallet. 

Quix. 
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Quix. Thou Scandal to the Name of Squire wilt tho | 
eternally bring Shame om thy’ Mafter by thefe a ete : 


ing ‘Tricks! 
San. Nay, nay, you have no reafon to'talk, good Mas 


fter of mine’; the Receiver’s as bad as the Thief j and you | 


have been olad, let me tell you, after fome of your Ads 
ventures, to fee the Infide of the Wallet, as well as Pp 
What a Pox, are thefe your Errantry Tricks, ‘to leave 
your Friends in the Lurch? 
Quix, Slave} Caitir 


Sir Tho. Dear Knight, be not angry with the trufty | 
Sancho, you know by the Laws of Knight-Errantry, | 
ftuffing the Wallet has full been the Privilege of the | 


Squire. 


SS = 


— ES 


San; If this Gentleman--be a Kee ae I with . | 


wou’d make: me his. Squire, 
Quix. Pay pacified. 
Fair. Landlord, be eafy. Whatever you ray havé 


fuffer’d' by Mr. Sancho, or his illuftrious Mafter; Pll fee | 


you paid, 


Sir Tho. Vf you will honour my Houle, noble Knight, | 


and be prefent at my Daughter’s Weddins with this | 
Gentleman, we will do the bert’ in our Power for your 


Entertainment. 
Quix, Sir, 1 accept your Offer, and, unlefs any ims 


mediate Adventure of moment Aicutd intervene, will at- 


tend you. 


San. Oh.rare Sancho? this 1s brave News, i’faith! Give > 
me your Wedding- Adventures, the Devil take all the | 


reft. 


Drench. Sure, Sir Thomas, you will not take a Madman | 


home with you to your Houfe: 


Quix, 1 have heard thee, thou ignorant Wretch, throw | 


that Word in my Face, with Pacchee’y for ‘tas! cou’d 
it be prov’d, whati were it'more than Twist all Mankind 


im fome degrees deferve?s Who. would doubt the noify. | 


boift?rous Squire, who was here juft now, to be mad? 


Mutt not this noble Knieht here have been mad, ‘to think | 
of peryng his Daughter to fuch a Wretch? You, Doc- 
tor, | 
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“or, are mad too, tho’ not {omad as your Patients. The 
“Lawyer here is.mad, or he wou'd not have gone into a 
*Scuffle, when it is the Bufinefs of Men of his Profeffion 
to fet other Men by the, Ears,.and keep clear themfelves, 

_ Sir Tho. Hay, ha, ha!.I.don’t know whether this Knight, 
iby and by, may ‘not prove.us all to be more mad. than 
/himéelf. | 

|. Fair. Perhaps, Sir Thomas, that.is no fuch difficult 
)Point, 





AIR XV. Country Bumpkin, 








_ fll Mankind are mad,*tis plains 
Some for Places, | 
) Some Embraces 3 
Pais Some are mad to keep up Gain, 
And others mad to {pend it. 
Courtiers we may Madmen rate, 
Poor Believers 
In Deceivers ; 
Some are mad to hurt the State, 
And. others mad to mend it. 


Dor. Lawyers are for Bedlam jit, 
Or they never. 
Could endeavour 
Half the Rogueries to. commit, 
Which we're fa: mad to let em. 
Poets Madmen are no doubt, 
With Projetiors, 
And Direétors ; 
Women all are mad througbout, 
And we more mad to. get em, 
| aa Since 
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Since your Madne/s is fo plain, 
Each Speéfator 
Of Good-Nature, 
With Applaufe will entertain 
His Brother of La Mancha; 
With Applaufe will entertain 
Don Quixote and Squire Sancho. 
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